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PREFACE. 



On an occasion of such delicacy as the pre- 
senting to the world another volume of the writ- 
ings of Robert Burns, it becomes the Editor 
to account for his motives in undertaking the 
publication, and to explain his reasons for giv- 
ing it in the form in which it now appears. 

Whatever unhappiness the Poet was in his 
life-time doomed to experience, few persons have 
been so fortunate in a biographer as Burns. A 
strong feeling of his excellencies, a perfect dis- 
crimination of his character, and a just allow- 
ance for his errors, are the distinguishing fea- 
tures in the work of Dr. Currie, who 

'^ — ^With kind concern and skill has weav'd 

A silken web ; and ne'er shall fade 

Its colours ; gently has he laid 

The mantle o'er his sad distress. 

And GENIUS shall the texture bless^" 

The 



i 



IV PREFACE. 

The same judgment and discretion which 
dictated the memoirs of the poet, presided also 
in the selection of his writings in the edition by 
Dr. Currie; of which it may justly be said, 
that whilst no production of Bums could be 
withdrawn from it without diminishing its value, 
nothing is there inserted which can render his 
works unworthy of the approbation of manly 
taste, or inconsistent with the delicacy of female 
virtue. 

But although no reduction can be made from 
the published works of the poet, it will, it is 
hoped, appear from the following pages, that 
much may be added to them, not unworthy of 
his genius and character. Of these pieces many 
had from various causes never occurred to the 
notice of Dr. Currie ; whilst others have been 
given by him in a more imperfect state than 
that in which they will now ^pear. — ^These 
productions of the Scottish Bard extend from his 
earliest to his latest years ; and may be consider, 
ed as the wild-flowers of his muse, which, in the 
luxuriant vigour of his fancy, he scattered as he 
passed along. They are the result of a most 
diligent search, in which I have used the utmost 
exertions; often walking to considerable dis- 
tances, and to obscure cottages, in search of a 
single letter. Many of them have been obtained 

from 
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from the generous confidence and liberality of 
their possessors ; some firom the bands of care- 
less indifference, insensible to their value ; 
others were fast falling to decay, their very ex- 
istence almost forgotten, though glowing with 
the vital warmth which is diffused through every 
line ^at the hand of the immortal bard has evier 
traced. — In this pursuit I have followed the 
steps of the poet, from the humble Cottage in 
Ayrshire in which he was born, to the House in 
which he died at Dumfries. — I have visited the 
farm of M ossgiel where he resided at the period 
of his first publication ; I have traversed the 
scenes by the Ayr, the Lugar, and the Doon. 
Sacred hauuts ! 

'^ -r-Wl^ere first grim nature's visage hoar 
Struck his young eye ;'' 

— And have finally shared in the reverential 
feelings of his distinguished biographer,* over 

the 



* The above passage has a reference to a letter fi'om 
Dr. Currie to Messrs. Cadell and Davies, whi(;h has been 
communicated to the Editor^ and of whidi the follow^ 
is an extract. 

June 13, 1804* 
<< On nqi; late €ixcursioa I visited Mrs. Burns at J)vm^ 
*^ frits. She continues to live in the house lu which the 

" poet 



VI PREFACE* 

the hallowed spot where the ashes of the bard 
are deposited.* 

It must not however be-supposed that the pre- 
sent volume contains the whole, or nearly the 
whole of the writings of Burns, which have come 
under my eye, or fallen into my hands; much 

less 



^' poet died, and every thing about her bespoke decent 
" competence, and even comfort. She shewed me the 
'' study and small library of her Husband, nearly as he left 
'^ them. By every thing I hear she conducts herself irre-^- 
^' proachably. 

^' From Mrs. Burns's house my Son and I went to the 
** Church-yard at no great distance, to visit the grave of 
^' the poet. As it is still uninscribed, we could not have 
** found it^ had not a person we met with in the Church- 
'^ yard pointed it out. He told us he knew Bums well, 
''and that he (Bums) himself chose the spot in which he is 
'' buried. — His grave is on the north-east comer of the 
'' Church-yard, which it fills up ; \ind at the side of the 
'' grave of his two 90ns, Wallace and Maxwell, the first of 
'' whom, a lad of great promise, died last year of a con- 
'' sumption, the last immediately after his father. The 
'' spot is well situated for a monument, for which there is 
*f money collected ; but the subscribers, I understand, can* 
'* not agree as to a design.'' 

' * On this little pilgrimage I was accompanied by Mr. 

Jamet 
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less have I thought it justifiable to reprint those 
exceptionable pieces, in prose and verse, which 
have been surreptitiously published, or errone- 
ously attributed to him, and which in every 
point of view ought to hstve been consigned to 
oblivion. Notwithstanding the vigour which 
characterizes all his productions, perhaps there 
is no author whose writings are so difficult to 
select with a view to publication as Burns ; and 
the very strength and exuberance by which they 
are marked, are in no small degree the cause of 
this difficulty. Whatever was the object, or 
the idea, of the moment, he has delineated, or 
expressed it, with a force and a veracity that 
brings it before us in all its beauty, or all its de* 
fon^ty. Bat the subjects of hiJ pea were al. 
most as various as nature herself; and hence it 
follows, that some of his compositions must be 
discarded, as inconsistent with that decorum 
which is due to the public at large. In his 
early years, Bums had imbibed a strong attach- 

V ment 



James M^Clure, a man who by his punctuality, hb integrity, 
his benevolence^ and the uniform uprightness of his character^ 
eonfers respectability on the humble situation of a letter- 
carrier. He was the constant and faithful friend of the 
poet, and since his death has been most active and suc- 
cessfol in his endeavours to promote the interests of |he 
fiunily. 
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jnent to the unfortunate House of Stuart, which 
h^ seems to have cherished as a patriotic fieding; 
aji4 as whatever he fdt, he felt strongly, his 
pr^udices occasionally burst forth in his writr 
ipgs ; and some compositions of his yet reman^ 
^Ue publication of which, although in these days ^ 
perfectly harmless, might render the Editor ob* 
noxious to the letter, though not to the spirit of 
the law. If the affections of Bums were ardent, 
his animosities were scarcely less so; and hence 
some of his pieces display a spirit of resentmaxt, 
the result of the moment, which it would be un- 
just to his memory, as well as to the objects of 
his satire, to revive. These and various other 
causes, on which it would be tedious to dwell, 
have imposed difficulties upon me from which I 
have endeavoured to extricate myself according 
to the best of my judgment. If on the one hand, 
wkh the example of the former Editor befijre my 
eyes, I have rejected whatever I conceived mi^t 
in any point of view be impropw for the public 
eye, 1 have on the othe»»haud, been anxious not 
to deprive the author, through too fastidious 
an apprehension of indecorum, of those pecu- 
liar marks and that masculine freedom of 
thought and expression, which so Strongly cha- 
racterize his works. Nor have I in this respect 
trusted wholly to my own judgmei^t and feel- 
ings. Several persons, some of them most near- 

If 
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ly connected foy the ties of relationship with the 
poet, others distin^ished by their literary at- 
tainments, and their well known admiration of 
his works, have also been consulted. But 
tliongh I have availed myself of this Msistance 
to the utmost of my power, and ^^ though I 
^* love the man, and do honour his memory oa 
^^ this side idolatry as much as any," yet as mi 
many occasions I must exercise my own judg- 
ment and discretion, I know not whether the 
warmth of my attachment to the poet and his 
productions, may not have led me to publisk 
sentimmits and pieces which would have been 
better withheld, and even letters and poems, to 
which an ^ardent admiration of their author may 
have induced me to attach a fancied value and 
interest I oan however assure the reader, that 
whatever may be thought of the ibUowing col- 
lection, I have Qiither forgotten, nor be^i in- 
difierent to the apprehensions so strongly exr 
pressed by Burns, in nearly his last momente ; 
^^ that etery scrap of bis writing would be re- 
^* vived against him to the injury of his future 
'^ reputation ; that letters and papers wntten 
'^ with unguarded and improper freedom, and 
*t which he earnestly wished to have buried in 
"oblivion, would be handed about by idle vanity 
** or malevolence, when no dread of his resent- 
" meat would restrain them, or prevent thcced- 

" sures 
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sures of shrill-toDgued malice, or he insidious 
sarcasms of envy, from pouring forth all their 
venom to blast his feme."* On the contrary, 
I. must be allowed to say, that if I am at all ac- 
curate in my estimate of the character and feel- 
ings of this extraordinary but eccentric genius, I 
have printed no one piece of his composition that 
he would have been ashamed to acknowledge, 
and that in this publication, ] have been actuated 
only by an earnest desire of preserving such of 
the writings of Burns, and such only, as do ho- 
nour to the poet's head, or to his heart; or that 
are immediately or remotely connected with the 
circumstances of his life, or the developement 
of his character. 

To one whose admiration of the bard was less 
ardent than mine, it might have occurred that 
•some of his pieces, containing^passages of great 
beauty, were rendered inadmissible merely by a 
jsingle indelicate sentiment, or unguarded ex- 
pression, which it might be easy to alter, so as to 
preserve the whole. But from such a presump- 
tion as the substituting a word of my own in the 
place of that of the poet (except in a very few in- 
stances of evident error), I have most religiously 

abstained ; 

* Burns's Works — JDr. Curriers Ed. vol. i. p. £22. 
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abstained ; and have in such cases rather chosen 
to omit the passage, or even to sacrifice the 
piece altogether, than attempt to remove its 
blemishes. If indeed I could ever have enter- 
tained any doubts as to the sacred duty of fide- 
lity to my author, the warning voice which yet 
seems to issue fi'om the warm ashes of the poet 
himself, would effectually have deterred me. 
" To mangle the works of the; poor bard, whose 
" tuneful voice is now mute for ever in the dark 
^' and narrow house,— by Heaven, 'twould be 
^* sacrilege!"* 

My readers will however best judge how fer 
my exertions are entitled to their approbation. 
As an apology for any defects of my own that 
may appear in this publication, I beg to observe, 
that I am by profession an artist, and not an 
author. An earqest wish to possess a scrap of 
the hand-writing of Bums, originally led to the 
discovery of most of the papers that compose 
this volume. In the manner of laying them 
before the public, I honestly declare that I have 
done my best ; and I trust I may fairly presume 
to hope that the man vf ho has contributed to ex- 
tend the bounds of literature by adding another 

genuine 



f BuTQs's Works, voL iv. p. 63. 



geuuine volume to the writings of Robert Burns, 
|)A6 some claim on the gratitude of his country* 
nen. On this occasion, I certainly feel some- 
thing of that sublwe a^d heart^swelUng gratifi- 
cation, which he experiences, who ca^ts an- 
other stone on the Cairn of a great and la- 
mented chief. 



Ii. xi. Q. 



Newmn Street^ 
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LETTERS, &c. 



No. I. 

To Me, JOHN RICHMOND, Edinbubgh. 

Mosgiel, Feb. 17, 1786. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I HAVE not time at present to upbraid 
you for your silence and neglect ; I shall only 
say 1 received yours with great pleasure. I have 
enclosed you a piece of rhyming ware for your 
perusal. I have been very busy with the muses 
since I saw you, and have composed, among 
several others. The Ordination^ a poem on Mr. 
M^Kinlay's being called to Kilmarnock ; Scotch 
Drink, a poem ; The Cotter's Saturday Night ; 
An Address to the Devil, &c. I have likewise 
compleated my poem on the Dogs, but have 
not shewn it to the world. My chief patron 
now is Mr. Aiken in Ayr, who is pleased to 
express great approbation of my works. Be so 

B good 



good as send me Fergusson, by Connel,* and I 
will remit you the money. I have no news to 
acquaint you with about Mauchline, they are 
just going on in the old way. I have some very 
important news with respect to myself, not the 
most agreeable — news that I am sure you cannot 
guess, but I shall give you the particulars an- 
other time. 1 am extremely happy with Smith ;t 
he is the only friend I have now in Mauchline. 
I can scarcely forgive your long neglect of me, 
and 1 beg you will let me hear from you regular- 
ly by Connel. If you would act your part as a 
FRIEND, I am sure neither good nor had fortune 
should strange of* alter me. Excuse haste, as I 
got your's but yesterday. — I am, 

My dear Sir, 
Yours, 

ROBT. BURNESS.J 

* Connel^ die Mauchline carrier. 

f Mr. James Smith, then a shop-keeper in Mauchline. 
It was to this young man that Burns addressed one of his 
finest performances — *' To J. S ** b^inning 

" Dear S , the sleest, paukie thief, ^* 

He died in the West-Indies. 

:]: This is the only letter the Editor has met with in which 
the Poet adds the termination ess to his name^ as his father 
and family had spelled it 



No. U. 

To Mr. M'W IE, Writer, Ayr. 

Mosgiel, 17th Aprily 1786. 

It is injuring same hearts, those hearts 
that elegantly bear the impression of the good 
Creator, to say to them you give them the trou- 
ble of obliging a friend; for this reason, J only 
tell you that I gratify my otvn feelings in request- 
ing your friendly offices with respect to the en- 
closed, because I know it will gratify yours to 
assist me in it to the utmost of your power. 

1 have sent you four copies, as I have no less 
than eight dozen, which is a great deal more 
than I shall ever need. 

Be sure to remember a poor poet militant in 
your prayers. He looks forward with fear and 
trembling to that, to him, important moment 
which stamps the die with — with — with, per- 
haps the eternal disgrace of. 
My dear Sir, 

Your humble, 
afflicted, 

tormented 

ROBT. BURNS. 

B 2 



No. III. 



To Mows. JAMES SMITH, Mauchline. 



Monday Morning, Mosgiel, 1786. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I WENT to Dr. Douglas yesterday, fully 
resolved to take the opportunity of Capt. Smith: 
but I found the Doctor with a Mr. and Mrs. 
White, both Jamaicans, and they have deranged 
my plans altogether. They assure him that to 
send me from Savannah la Mar to Port Antonio 
will cost my master, Charles Douglas, upwards 
of fifty pounds; besides running the risk of 
throwing myself into a pleuritic fever in conse- 
quence of hard travelling in the sun. On these 
accounts, he refuses sending me with Smith, but 
a vessel sails from Greenock the first of Sept. 
right for the place of my destination. The Cap- 
tain of her is an intimate of Mr. Gavin Hamil* 
ton's, and as good a fellow as heart could wish; 
with him I am destined to go. Where I shall 
shelter, I know not, but I hope to weather the 
storm. Perish the drop of blood of mine that 

fears 



fears them ! T know their worst, and am pre- 
pared to meet it.— 

Ill laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg, 

As lang's I dow. co- . 

On Thursday morning, if you can muster as 
much self-denial as to be out of bed about seven 
o'clock, I shall see you as I ride through to 
Cumnock. After all, Heaven bless the sex! 
I feel there is still happmess for me among 
them. — ' 

O woman^ \we\y woman ! Heaven designed you 
To temper man !•— -we had been brutes without you ! 



No. IV. 
To Mr. DAVID BRICE. 

Mosgiel, June \% 1786. 

DfiAR BRICE, 

I RECEIVED your message by 6. Pater- 
don, and as I am not very throng at present, 1 
just write to let you know that there is such a 

worthless. 
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worthless, rhyming reprobate, as your humblfe 
servant, still in the land of the living, though I 
can scarcely say, in the place of hope. I have 
no news to tell you that will give me any plea- 
sure to mention, or you to hear. 

* * * * 
And now for a grand cure; the ship is on her 
way home that ii^ to take me out to Jamaica ; and 
then, farewel dear "old Scotland, and farewel 
dear ungrateful Jean, for never, never will I see 
you more. 

You will have heard that I am going to com- 
mence Poet in print ; and to-morrow my works 
go to the press. I expiect it will be a volume of 
about two hundred pages — it is just the last 
foolish action 1 intend to do ; and then turn a 
wise man 2Ls/ast as possible. 

Believe me to be, 

Dear Brice, 

Your friend and well-wisher. 



No. 




No. V. 

To GAVIN HAMILTON, Esq. Mauchline. 

Edinburgh, Dec. 7, 1786. 

HONORED SIR, 

1 HAVE paid every attention to your com- 
mands, but can only say what perhaps you 
will have heard before this reach you, that Muir- 
kirklands were bought by a John Gordon, W. S., 
but for whom I know not; Mauchlands, Haugh 
Miln, &c. by a Frederick Fotheringham, sup- 
posed to be for Ballochmyle Laird, and Adam- 
hill and Shawood were bought for Oswald^s 
folks. — This is so imperfect an account, and will 
be so late ere it reach you, that were it not to 
discharge my conscience I would not trouble 
you with it; but after all my diligence I could 
make it no sooner nor better. 

For my own affairs, I am in a fair way of be- 
coming as eminent as Thomas aKempis or John 
Bunyan ; and you may expect henceforth to see 
my birth-day inserted among the wonderful 
events, in the poor Robin's and Aberdeen Alma- 
nacks, along with the Black Monday, and the 
battle of Bothwel bridge. — My Lord Glencaim 

and 



8 

and the Dean of Faculty, Mr. H. Erskine, have 
taken me under their wing; and by all proba- 
bility I shall soon be the tenth worthy, and the 
eighth wise man of the world. Through my 
lord's influence it is inserted in the records of 
the Caledonian hunt, that they universally, one 
and all, subscribe for the 2d edition. — My sub- 
scription bills come out to-morrow, and you 
shall have some of them next post. — I have met 
in Mr. Dalrymple, of Orangc^eld, what Solomon 
emphatically calls, ^^ A friend that sticketh closer 
than a brother." — The warmth with which he 
interests himself in my affairs is of the same evt- 
thusiaatic kind which you, Mr. Aiken, and tbe 
few patrons that took notice of my earlier poetic 
days, shewed for the pocur unlucky devil of a 
poet. 

1 always remember Mrs. Hamilton and Miss 
Kennedy in my poetic prayars, but jfou both in 
prose and verse. 

May cauld ne'er catch you but* a hap, 
Nor hunger but in plenty's lap I 
Amen I 

No. 

• '^ But** is frequeotly used fcnr '' without;- i. e. with* 
out clothing. E. 
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No. VI. 

To Dr.M<KENZIE, Mauchline. 

Enclosing him the Extaapare Venes on dining with 

Lord Doer. 

Wednesday Mondng^ 

DEAR SIR, 

I NEVER spent an afternoon among great 
folks Mith half that pleasure as when, in com- 
pany with yon, I had the honor of paying my 
devoirs to that plain, honest, worthy man, the 
jprofessor.* I would be del^hted to see him 
perform acts of kindness and friendship, though 
I were not the object; he does it with such a 
grace. I think his character, divided into ten 
fiarts, stands thus^^four parts Socrates-~four 
piarts Nathaniel^^and two parts Shakespeare's 
Brutus. 

The forgoing verses were really extempcNre, 
but a Httle corrected sifice. They may enteiw 
tein you a little with the he^ of that partiality 

wi& 
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* Professor Dogald Stewart. 
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with which you are so good as favor the per- 
formances of, 

Dear Sir, 

Your very humble Servant. — 



No. VII. 

To JOHN BALLANTINE, Esq. Banker, Ayr. 

Edinburgh, ISM Dec. 1786. 

MY HONORED FRIEND, 

I WOULD not write you till I could have 
it in my power to give you some account of my- 
self and my matters, which by the bye is often no 
easy task. — I arrived here on Tuesday was se'n- 
night, and have suffered ever since I came to 
town with a miserable head-ach and stomach 
complaint, but am now a good deal better. — I 
have found a worthy warm friend in Mr. 
DalryiQple, of Orangefield, who introduced me 
to Lord Glencaim, a man whose worth and 
brotlierly- kindness to me, I shall remember when 
time shall be no more. — By his interest it is 
passed in the Caledonian Hunt, and entered in 
their books, that they are to take each a copy of 

; . the 
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the second edition, for which they are to pay one 
guinea. — I have been introduced to a good many 
of the Noblesse, but my avowexi patrons and pa- 
tronesses are, the Duchess of Gordon^ — ^The 
Countess of Glencairn, with my Lord, and 
Lady Betty*— The Dean of Faculty— Sir 
John Whitefoord. — I have likewise warm friends 
among the literati; Professors Stewart, Blair, 
and Mr. M*Kenzie— the Man of Feeling* — 
An unknown hand left ten guineas for the 
Ayrshire bard with Mr. Sibbald, which I got. 
— I since have discovered my generous unknown 
friend to be Patrick Miller, Esq. brother to the 
Justice Clerk ; and drank a glass of claret with 
him by invitation at his own house yesternight. 
I am nearly agreed with Creech to print my 
book, and [ suppose I will begin on Monday. 
I v^ill send a subscription bill or two, next post; 
when I intend vn-iting my first kind patron, Mr. 
Aiken. I saw his son to-day, and he is very 
well. 

Dugald Stewart, and some of my learned 
friends, put me in the periodical paper called 
the Lounger,t a copy of which I here enclose 

you 

* Lady Betty CunniDgham. 

f The paper here alluded to, was written by Mr. 
M^Kenzie, the celebrated author of the Man of Feeling. 
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you — I was, sir, when I was first honored with 
your notice, too obscure ; now I tremble lest I 
should be ruined by being dragged too suddenly 
into the glare of polite and learned observa- 
tion. 

Jt shall certainly, my ever honoured patron, 
write you an account of my every step; and 
bett^ health and more spirits may enable me to 
make it something better than this stupid matter 
of &ct epistle. 

I have the honour to be, 
Good Sir, 
Your ever grateful humble servant. 



If any of my friends write me, my direction 
is, care of Mr. Creech^ bookseller. 
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No. VIII • 
To Mb. WILLIAM CHALMERS, 

WRITER, AYR* 

Edinburgh, Dec. tl, 1786. 

9IT DBAR FRIEND, 

I CONFESS I have sinned the sin for which 
there is hardly any forgiveness — ingratitude to 
fidaoidship-^in not writing you sooner; but of all 
men living, I had intended to send you an en- 
tertaining letter ; and by all the plodding, stujnd 
powers, that in nodding, conceited majesty, pre^ 
side over the dull routine of business — A hea- 
vily^solemn oath this! — I am, and have been, 
ever since I came to Edinburgh, as unfit to write 
a letter of humor, us to write a commentary on 
the Revelation of St. John the Divine, who was 
banished to the Isle of Patmos, by the cruel and 
bloody Domitian, son to Vespasian and brother 
to Titus, both emperors of Rome, and who waa 
himself an emperor, and raised the second or 
third persecution, I forget which, against the 
Christians, and after throwing the said Apostle 

John 

* This letter is now presented entire. 
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John, brother to the Apostle James, commonly 
called James the greater, to distinguish him from 
another James, who was, on some account or 
other, known by the name of James the less, 
after throwing him into a caldron of boiling oil, 
from which he was miraculously preserved, he 
banished the poor son of Zebedee, to a desert 
island in the Archipelago, where he was gifted 
with the second sight, and saw as many wild 
beasts as I have seen since I came to Edinburgh ; 
which, a circumstance not very uncommon in 
story-telling, brings me back to where I set out. 

To make you some amends for what, before 
you reach this paragraph, you will have suffer- 
ed; I enclose you two poems I hiave carded and 
spun since I past Glenbuck. 

One blank in the address to Edinburgh — 
" Fair B ," is heavenly Miss Burnet, daugh- 
ter to Lord Monboddo, at whose house I have 
had the honor to be more than once. 

There has not been any thing nearly like her, 
in all the combinations of beauty, grace, and 
goodness, the Great Creator has formed, since 
Milton's Eve on the first day of her existence. 

My direction is — care of Andrew Bruce, mer- 
chant, Bridge-Street. 
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No. IX. 

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, Esg. 

Edinburgh, Jan. 14^ 1787. 

MY HONORED FRIEND, 

It gives me a secret comfort to observe 
in myself that I am not yet so far gone as Wil- 
lie Gaw's Skate, " past redemption;"* for I have 
still this favorable symptom of grace, that M^hen 
my conscience, as in the case of this letter, tells 
me I am leaving something undone that 1 ought 
to do, it teazes me eternally till I do it. 

I am still ** dark as was Chaos" in respect to 
futurity. My generous friend, Mr. Patrick Mil- 
ler, has been talking with me about a lease of 
some farm or other in an estate called Dais win- 
ton, which he has lately bought near Dumfries, 

Some 



^ This is one of a great number of old saws that Bransi 
when a lad, had picked up from his mother, of which the 
good old woman had a vast collection. This ven^able and 
most respectable person is still living, under the sheltering roof 
of her son Gilbert, on his farm, near Dumfries. 1808, £• 
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Some life-rented embittering recollections whis- 
per me that I will be happier any where than 
in my old neighbourhood, but Mr. Miller is no 
judge of land; and tiiough I dare say he means 
to &.vor me, yet he may give me, in his opi- 
nion an advantageous bargain, that may ruin me. 
I am to take a tour by Dumfries as 1 return, 
and have promised to meet Mr. Miller on his 
lands some time in May. 

1 went to a Mason-lodge yesternight, where 
the most Worshipful-Grand Master Charters, 
and all the Grand-Lodge of Scotland visited.—^ 
The meeting was numerous and el^ant; all the 
different Lodges about town were present, in all 
their pomp. The Grand Master, who presided 
vnth great solemnity and honor to himself as a 
gentleman and Mason, among other general 
toasts gave *y Caledonia, and Caledonia's Bard, 
Brother B^ — -,'' which rung through the whole 
assembly with multiplied honors and repeated 
acclamations. As I had no idea such a thing 
would happen, I was downright thunder-struck, 
and trembling in every nerve made the best re- 
turn in my power. Just as I had finished, some 
of the grand officers said, so loud that I could 
hear, with a most comforting accent, '' Very 
well indeed!" which set me something to rights 

again; 

# #- # • # 

I have 
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I halve to-day corrected my 152d page. My 
best good wishes to Mr. Aikeo. 

I am ever. 
Dear Sir, 
Your much indebted humble Servant. 



No.X. 

TO THE SAME. 

While here I sit, sad and solitary, by 
the side of a. fire in a little country iiln, amd dry- 
ing my wet clothes, in pops a poor fellow of a 
sodger, and tells me he is going to Ayr. By hea* 
vens I say I to myself, with a tide of good spirits 
which the magic of that sound, Auld Toon o' 
Ayr, conjured up, 1 will send my last i^ng to 
Mr. Ballantine.— Here it is— 



Ye flowery banks o' bonie Doon,* 
How can ye blume sae fair ; 

How can ye chant, ye little birds^ 
And I sae fu' o' care! 



t . .. 



Thou^ 



* The reader will perceive that the measure of this copy 
#f the '' Banks o' bonie Doon/' differs from that which is 

c ahready 



^ 
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Thou'U break my heart, thou bonie bird 
That sings upon the bough ; . 

Thou minds me o' the happy days 
When my fause luve was true. 

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o' my fate. 



Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 
To sfe the wood-bine t\yine. 

And ilka brid sang o' its lore, 
And sae did I o' mine* 



•«■ »■ ■ r 



Wi' i%htsonie heart I pu'd a rose 
Frae aff its thorny tree^ 

my fitiisa iuver *taw the rois€^ 
But left the tj^om wi' me* ^ 



No. 



already pi^K^liMI. ii^ros ^as obliged to adapt bif words 
to a particular air^ and m so doipg be lost much of the sim- 
plicity and beauty which the song possesses in its present 



V "' ■ ■ • 
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No. XL 



IfQ THil SAME. 



E4mbw>finfRlr.M, 1787. 

- MY HONORED FRIEND, 

I WILL soon be with you now in guid 
black prent; in a week or f£n days at furthest— T 
am obliged, against my own wish, to print sub- 
toiibem' najoies, jso if any of my Ayr friends have 
yabBcription bills, they muirt be sent in to Creech 
directly.-^} am gettmg my phiz done by an emit 
Bent engrater; and if it can be ready in time, I 
^11 appear in my book lookii^ like other,^^^; 
-to my fitle paige.* 

1 have honor to be, 
V . £yer your grateftil, &tC. 



Hok 



-•♦- 



-% * Thi? pojt^t.jb eiigraYQd by ]^!r. Beugp^ ap ar^isl 
M^lio well faentA the e|uthet bestowed op him by the pqet^ 
aflj^r a picture of Mr. Nasmyth, wbich he painted co^ 
atiiote, and liberally presented to Bums. This pictiir^ ts 
•I tbe ciAfinet size, and irnow in die possession of Mr. 

1.,'d c 2 
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No. XII. 



To Mb^ JAMES CANDLISH, 
SrtDiNT iH Physic, College, Glasgow. 




Edinburgh^ March 2f^ 1787' 
MY EVER DEAR OLD ACQUAINTANCE, 

I WAS equally surprised and pleased at 
your letter : though I dare say you will think by 
my delaying so long to write to you, that I am 
so drowned in the intoxication of good fortune 
as to be indifferent to old and once dear con- 
nexions. The truth is, I was determined to 
write a good letter, full of argument, amplifica- 
tion, erudition, and, as Bayes says, all that. I 
thought of it, and thought of it, but for my soul 
I cannot: and lest you should mistake the cause 
of my silence, I just sit down to tell you ao. 
Don't give yourself credit though, that the 
strengtli of y our logic scares hie : the truth is, I 
never mean to meet you on that ground at all. 
You have shewn m/e <jme thing, which was to b^ 
demonstrated: that jstroqg pride of reasoning;, 
wi^ a little affectatiion of awsul^jrityr wa^ with 

lead 
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lead the best of hearts. < I, likeinrise, sioce yott 
9iid I were first acquainted, in the pride of def> 
spising old women's stories, ventured in " the 
daring path Spinosa trod;" but experience of 
the weakness, not the strength, of human pow« 
era, made me glad .to gra^p at revealed religion. . 

< I must step, but don't impute my brevity to 
a wrong cause. I am still, in the Apostle Paul's 
phrase^ 'V the old man with his deeds" as when 
we were sporting about the lady thorn. I shall 
be four weeks here yet, at least ; and so T shall 
expect to hear from you— welcome sense, weU 
come nonsense. 

I am, with the warmest sincerity. 

My dear old £*iend. 

Yours, 



No. XIII. 



TO THE SAME. 



MY DEAR FRIEND, 

If once I were gone from this scene of 
hurry and dissipation, I promise myself the plea- 
sure 



« 

sure of that correspondence being renewed 
which has been so long broken. At present i 
have time for nothing. Dissipation an4 businesfl 
engross every moment. 1 am engaged id Assist^ 
ing aji honest Scots enthusiast,^ a firiedd of nEiine, 
who is an engraver, and has taken it intd his 
head to publish a collection of all our songs set 
to music, of which the words and music are ddne 
by Scotsmen. This, you will easily guess, is aiE 
undertaking exactly to my taste. I have colieci' 
ed, b^ged, borrowed, and stolen all the songs f 
GOtQd meet with. Pompey's Ghost, wt^rds and 
music, I beg from you immediately, to go into 
his second number: the first is already published: 
I shall shew you the first number when I see you 
in Glasgow, which vnll be in a fortnight or less. 
Do be so kind as send me the song in a day or 
two: you cannot imagine how much it will 
oblige me. 

Direct to me at Mr. W. Cruikshank^s^ St. James's Square^ 

New Town, Edinburgh. 



No. 



* Johnson, the publisher of the iScots ^Muiital MuseUm. 
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No. XIV, 

To WILLIAM CBEECH, £59. (of Edinburgh,) 

London. 

Selkirk, 13th May, 1767.) 

MY HONORED FRIEND, 

Xhe enclosed I have just wrote, nearly 
extempore, in a solitary Inn in Selkirk, after a 
miserable wet day's riding. — I have been over 
most of East Lothian, Berwick, Roxburgh, and 
Selkirkshires; and next week I b^n a tour 
through the north of England. Yesterday I 
dined wiili Lady Hariot, sister to my noble piar 
tron,* Quern Deus conservet! 1 would write till 
I would tire you as much with dull prose as I 
dare say by this time you are with wretched 
verse, but I am jaded to death; so, with a grate- 
ful fs^rewel, 

I have tib^ iionour to be. 

Good Sir, yours sincerely, i 

: Avid 

* James, ^ar) <>( plf ncairni 



I 
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I. 

Auld chuckie jfteeAriVs* sair distrest, 
Down droops her ance wee'l buniish't crest, 
Nae joy her bonie busiit nest 

Can yield ava, 
tier darlibg bird tiiat she loe^s best « 

Willie's awa! 
II. 
O Willie was a witty wight, 
And had o' things an unco' slight; ' 
Auld Reekie -ay he keepit tjght, 

j^nd trig an' braw t 
But now they'll buerl: her like a fright^ 

Willie's awa! 
IIL 
The stifiest o' them a' he bow'd. 
The bauldest 6' them a' he cow'd; 
They durst nae mair than he allow'd, 

f P^l^^t was a law : 
We've lost a birkie weel worth gowd, 

Willie's awal 

A IY-, 4 .' ■.^ 'Kv-' 

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding schools, 
May sprout like simmer puddock-stools 

In glen or shaw; 
H* wha could brush them down to mools, 

Willie's awa! 

V. The 



^'^Dburj^h. 
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V. 

The hreth'ren o' the Commerce-Chaumei* 
May mourn fheir loss wi' doolfu' clamour; 
He was a. dictionar aud grammar 

Amsmg them a'; 
I fear the/11 now mak mony a stammer, 

Willie's awa! 

Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour,f 
And toothy critics by the score, 

In bloodj^r raw! vn.^- 
The adjutant o' a' the core, 

Willie's awa! 

VII. 

Now worthy G*****y's latin face, 
T****r's and G*********'s modest grace; 
M*K****e, S****t, such a brace 

As Rome ne'er saw; 
They a* maun meet some ither place, 

Willie's awa! 



T.-* 



/ 



. \ 



Poor 






* The Chamber of Commerce of Edinburgh^ of wliick 
Mr. C. was Secretary. 

f Many literary gentlemen were accustomed to meet at. 
Mr. C — 's house at breakfast. Bums often met widt 
them there^ wheil iie tilled^ and hence the name of 
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VIII. 

Poor Bnrns-^e'en Scotch drink canaaquick«n»' 
He cbeefM like some bewildo'ed chicken, 
Scar'd frae it's miiinie and the c^ecldn >^^ 

By hoodie-craw ; 
Griefs gien his heart an unco kicking 

Willie's awa! 

IX. 

Now ev'ry sour^ou'd flmin?^ blellum, ^^- ' -- 

And Calvin's fock, are fit to fell him ; 

And self-conceited critic skellum'^ '-^f^^ti.A *^<^a'^^ 

His quill may draw; 
He wha could brawlie ward their bellum, 

Willie's awa ! 

X. 

Up wimpling stately Tweed I've sped, 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red 

While tempests blaw ; 
But every joy and pleasure's fled, 

Willie's awa I 

XI. 

May I be slander's common speech ; 
A text for infamr to preach ; 
And lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw : 
]|B^^nI fprget tbee! Willie Creech, 
1, , TW /ajr awai 

XII. May 



XII. . 

May nevar wicked fortune touzle himf > 

May nev/er picked men bamboozle iiim! - 

lAiw a bow as auld's Methusalem I : 

He canfy claw! '^^ '>-*^^- 5 

Th^i to the blessed, New Jerusalem, ■''' 

Fleet wing awa! ■ 

- 

• ' - No. XV. 

To Mr. W. NICOL, 

MASTfiR OF THE HIGH SCHOOL^ EDINBURGH. . 

Carlisle, June 1, 1787. . 

KIND, HONEST-HEARTED WILLIE, 

I'm sitten down here, ^er sev^ and' 
forty miles ridin, e'en as forjestet and fofniaw'd 
as a fiMovtgtiien cock, to. gie you some notion 
o' my land lowper-like stravagum sm the tsor- 
rowfii' hour that I sheuk hands and parted wi*; 
auld Reekie. 

My auld, ga'd gleyde o' a meere has hudiy-^ 
all'd up hill and down brae, in Scotland aii4' 
Bngiand, as teugh and bimie as a vera devil wi'/ 
me.* It'is true, she's as poor's a sangvmaker anA* 



' ^ This marewfts the Poet's iwrouiite Isnkt Gsddsi^'' 
of ^^m kmourable mA most humorous medtioD is iiiade> 
ID a letter^ inserted ia Dr. Cufri€i^ editioa, ¥ol. i p. 1^* • 

":.''tliit- 



t V V » 



as hard's a kirk, and tipper-taipers when she taks 

the gat^^ first like a lady's gentlewoman in a mi- 

nuwae. ^r a hen on a fiet girdle, but she's a 

yauldy pouth^rie Girran for a' that, and has a 

stomack like Willie Stalker's meere that wad hae 

disgeested tumbler-wheels, for she'll whip me off 

her five stiinparte^ o' th^ best aits' at a down-sit- 

tin and ne'er fash ner tnumb. When ance her 

ringbanes and spavies, her crucks and cramps, 

are fairly soupl'd, she beets to, beets to, and ay 

the hindmost hour the tightest. I could wager 

her price to a thretty pennies, that for Iwa or 

three \vooks ridin at fifty mile a day, the deil- 

sticket a five gallopers ac^ueesh Clyde and 

Whithorn could cast^l^ut on her tail. 

I hae 

' ■ I mmmi^^^m^^^^^^^^^mm i ■ , i ■ . i .^^aM ^m^— ^» ^ 

This old and faithful servant of the Poet's was named by, 
bim^ after the old woman^ who in her zeal against religious 
innovation, threw a stool at the Dean of Edinburgh's head^ 
when he attempted in 1637, to introduce the Scottish Xt- 
turgy. " On Sunday, the twenty-third of July, the Dean 
of Edinburgh prepared to officiate in St Giles*8. The Con* 
gregation continued quiet till the service began^ when an old- 
woman, impelled by sudden indignation^ started up, mid ez« 
<^aiming aloi^d, \ Villain! dost thou say the Mass at my 
lug?' threw the stool on which she had been sitting, at the 
Dean's head. A wild uproar commenced that instant, 
^e Service was intel'rupUd* The woman invaded the 
desk with execrations and outcries^ and the Dean lUsen^ 
gaged hims^f from hi^ siyirpli^e to e«iape from their hands/' ; 
'^J^ing's Hist, of Scotland, voK iii. p. 122. E. 
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I hae dander 'd owre a' the Kintra frae Dum- 
bar to Selcraig, and hae forgaffier'd wi' mony a 
guid fallow, and monie a weelfar'd hizzie. I 
met wi' twa dink quines in particlar, ane o' them 
a sbMe, fine, fodgel lass, baith braw and bonie ; 
the tither was a clean^hMldt,^ straud[it, tight, 
weelfar'd winch, as blythe's a linl^Smite on a 
flo w^rfie th<)rn, aiid as sweet and modesfs anew 
blawn plumrose in a hazle s'giw. They were 
baith bred to mainers by the beuK, and onie knQ 
o' tbem kad as |]auckle smeddumt and xumbl* 
gtiiDtiocK as the h^f o' dome presby tries that yoii 
and I baith ken. They play'd me sik a deevil o' a 
shavie that I daur say if my hangals were tum'd 
4>ut, ye w0,d see twa picks i' the heart o' me lik« 
ithe mark o' a kail-wnitue in a castock. 

t • 1 ■ 

I 

1 was gaun to write you a lang pystle, but, 
Gi^de for^e me, I gat mysel sae notouriously 
bitchify'd the day ^ej^ kgil-ticpie, that I can 
hardly ^sioii^r buiand Ken. 

My best respecks to the guid^nnfe and a' our 
common friens, especiall Mr. and Mrs. Cruik- 
sh^nk and the honest guidman o' Jock's Lodge. 

» . ^ • J • ■ • » ■ ■ ' , ».;;.• '•.•••' ■ • ■ J' 

1.!. ■• ■,« ■• ■^. 

, 111 be in Dumfries the morn gif the bea@t jb^ 
jjo the fope, and .^he branks bide hale, ,. 
i.. - GudjB b?i,wi' you, WiWieJ 

« . Am 

No. 
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No. XVI. 
TO THE SAME. 

MauchUne, June 18, 17B7* 

. UY PBAR FRIEND, 

I AH now arrived safe in my native eoun^ 
Iry, after a very agreeable jaunt, and have th^ 
^jkasure to find all my firiends well. I breakfast* 
ad with your gray-headed, reverend friend, Mr; 
^Bmith ; and was highly pleased both with the 
cordial welcome he gave me, and his most ex- 
cellent appearance and sterling good sense. 



A 

\ 



\ I have been with Mr Miller at Dalswinton; 
ttnd am^ to meet him again m August. From my 
view of the lands and his reception of my bard* 
ship, my hopes in that business are rather mend- 
ed ; but stili they are but slender. 

• ^ i^ani qmt^ teharmed wi& Ihimfiies folks — Mr. 
Sumside, the clergyman, in particular, is a man 
%fliom tsh^l ever gratefaUy remember ; and^is 
i^ife, Gude forgie me, I had almost broke iht 
tenth-comdiandment on her account. Simplicity, 
eleganoe^^^od sense, sweetness of disposition, 

good 
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good hiimor; kibd hospitality » are the constita* 
ents of her manner and heart : in short — ^but if 
I say oqe word more about her, I shall be di* 
tectly in love with her. 

I never, my friend, thought mankind very 
capable of any thing generous ; but the statelii- 
ness of the Patricians in Edinburgh, and thd 
S^ervility of my plebeian brethren, (who perhaps 
formerly eyed me askance,) since I returned 
home, haVe nearly put me out of conceit altor 
gether with my species. I have bought a pocket 
Milton, which Icarry perpetually about with me; 
in order to dtudy the sentiments-^he danntlest 
magnanimity, the intrepid, unyielding inde^ 
jpendence, the desperate daring, and noble dei- 
fiance of hardship, in that great p^sonage, Sa^ 
l^AN. Tis true, I have just now k little cash^ 
but I am afraid the star that hitherto has shed its 
malignant, purpose4>la8ti&g rays full in my ze- 
nith ; that noxious planet so baneful m its id&» 
ences to the rhyming tribe, I much dread it is 
not yet beneath my horizon. — Misfortune dodges 
the path of human life; the poetic mind finds 
itself miserably deranged in, and unfit for the 
walks of business ; add to all, that, thoughtless 
follies and hare-brained whims, like so many igr 
nesfatui, eternally diverging firom the right line 
of sober discretion, sparkle with step-bewitching 
» ' blaze 



blaze in the idly-gazing eyes of the poor heedless 
Bard, till, pop, ^' he falls like Lucifer, ne?^ to 
hope again.'^ God grant this may be an unreal 
picture with respect to me! but should it not, I 
have very little dependence on mankind. I will 
close my letter with this tribute my heart bids 
me pay you — the many ties of acquaintance and 
friendship which I have, or thmk I have in life, 
I have felt along the lines and, d — ^n them! they 
are almost all of them of such frail contexture, 
tiiat I am sure they would not stand the breath 
of the least adverse breeze of fortune ; but from 
you, my ever dear sir, I look with confidence 
£>r the Apostolic love that shall wait on me 
** through good report and bad report" — the 
love which Solomon emphatically says ^' Is 
strong as death." My compliments to Mrs. 
;:Nicol, and all the circle of our common friends. 

P.S. I shall be in Edinburgh about the latter 
«nd of July. 



No, 
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No. XVII. 

To GAVIN HAMILTON, Esg. 

V SHrling,2BthJug.MS7' 

MY DEAR SIR, 

Here am T on my way to Inverness. I 
have rambled over the rich, fertile carses of Fal- 
kirk and Stirling, and am delighted with their 
appearance : richly waving crops of wheat, bar- 
ley, &c., but no harvest at all yet, except in one 
jbr two places, an old Wife's Ridge. — Yesterday 
morning I rode from this town up the mean- 
desring Devon's banks to pay my respects to 
some Ayrshire folks at Harvieston. After 
breakfast, .we made a- party to go and see the 
famous -Oaudron-linn, a remarkable cascade in 
the Devon, about five miles above Harvieston; 
iBind after spending one of the most pleasant 
days T ever had in my life, 1 returned to Stirl- 
ing in the evening. They are a family, Sir, 
though I had not had any prior tie ; though they 
had not been the brother and sisters of a cer- 
tain generous friend of mine, I would never 
forget them; I am told you have not seen them 
these several years, so you can have very little 
*> ' D idea 
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idea of what these young folks are now. Your 
brother is as tall as yon are, bnt slender rather 
than otherwise; and I hare the satis£au:tion to 
inform you that he is getting the better of those 
consumptive symptoms which I suppose you 
know were threatening him. His make, and 
particularly his manner, resemble you, but he 
will still have a finer £sice. (I put in the word 
stilly to please Mrs. Hamilton.) Good saise, mo- 
desty, and at the same time a just idea of that 
respect that man owes to man, and has a right 
in his turn to exact, are striking features in his 
character; and, what with me is the Alpha 
and the Om^a, he has a heart might adorn the 
breast of a poet ! Grace has a good figure and» 
the look of health and cheerfulness, but no- 
thing else remarkable in her person. I scarcely 
ever saw so striking a likeness as is between her 
and your little Beennie; the mouth and chin 
particularly. She is reserved at first ; but as 
we grew better acquainted, I was delighted 
with the native frankness of her manner, and 
the sterling sense of her observation. Of Char- 
lotte, [ cannot speak in common terms of ad* 
miration : she is not only beautiful but lovely^ 
Her form is elegant; her features not regular^ 
but they have the smile of sweetness and the 
settled complacency o^ good nature in the 
highest degree ; and her complexion^ now that 

she 
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^he has happily recovei'ed her wonted health, is 
equal to Miss Burnet's. After the exercise of 
our ridifi^ to the Falls, Charlotte was exactly 
Dr. Donne's mistress : 



a 



Her pure and eloquent blood 



^' Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinctly wrought, 
'' That one would almost say her body thought.^ 

Her eyes are fascinating ; at once expressive of 
good sense, tenderness, and a noble mind. 

. I do not give you all this account, my good 
Sir, to flatter you.. I mean it to reproach you. 
Such relations the first peer in the realm might 
own with pride ; then why do you not keep up 
more correspondehce with these so amiable 
young folks? I had a thousand questions to 
answer about you all; I had to describe the 
little ones with the minuteness of anatomy. 
They were highly delighted when I told them 
that John* was^ so good a boy, and so fine a 
'^ scholar, 



* This is the " wee durlie Johnnie," mentioned in 
Burns's dedication to Gavin Hamilton, Esq. To this gen- 
deman, and every branch of the family, the Editor is in- 
debted for much information respecting the poet, and 
very gratefully acknowledges the kindness shewn to him- 
self. 

D 2 
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scholar, and that Willie^ was gouig on still 
very pretty ; but I have it in commission to tell 
her from them that beauty is a poor silly bauble 
without she be good. Miss Chalmers I had 
left in Edinburgh, but I had the pleasure 
of meeting with Mrs. Chalmers, only. Lady 
M'Kenzie being rather a little alarmingly ill of 
a sore-throat somewhat marr'd our enjoyment. 

I shall not be m Ayrshire for four weeks. 
My most respectful compliments to Mr«. Ha- 
milton, Miss Kennedy, and Doctor M^Kenzie. 
I shall probably write him from some stage or 
other. . 

*- ■ - ■ . • • , . 

I am ever. Sir, 

Yours most gratefully^ 



-.JL. 



* Now married to the Rev. John Toddj Minister ot 
Mauchline. 



Ihe 
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' The following fragments are all that now exist of twelve 
XNT fourteen of the finest letters that Bums ever wrote. In 
an evil hour, the originals were thrown intp the fire by the 
late Mrs. Adair of Harrowgate ; the Charlotte so often 
mentioned in this correspondence, and the lady to whom 
*' The Banks of the Devon" is^ddressed. Nov. 1808. E. 
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m 

To Miss MARGARET CHALMERS, (tum Mn. 

Hay, of Edinburgh.) 

4 

Sept.2J6, 1787. 

I SEND Charlotte the first number of the 
songs ; I would not wait for the second number; 
I hate delays in little marks of friendship, as I 
hate dissimulation in the language of the heart. 
I am determined to pay Charlotte a poetic com- 
pliment, if I could hit on some glorious old 
Scotch air, in number second.* You will- see 
a dmall attempt on a shred of paper in the book ; 
but though Dr. Blacklock commended it very 
liighly, I am not just satisfied with it myself. I 

intend 



* Of the Scot's Miuiical Museum. 
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intend to make it description of some kind : the 
whining cant of love, except in real passion, and 
by a masterly hand, is to me as insufferable ad 
the preaching cant of old Father Smeaton, Whig- 
minister at Kilmaurs. Darts, flames, cupids, 
loves, graces, and all that farrago, are just a 
Mauchline * * * * — ^.'a senseless rabble. 

I got an excellent poetic epistle yesternight 
from the old, venerable author of Tullochgorum, 
John of Badenyon, &c. I suppose you know 
he is a clergy tnan. It is by far the finest poetic 
compliment I ever got. I will send you a copy, 
of it. 

I go on Thursday or Friday to Dumfries, to 
wait on Mr. Miller about his £sirms. — Do tell 
that to Lady M*Kenzie, that she may give me 
credit for a little wisdom. " I Wisdom dwell 
with Prudence.'' What a blessed fire-side ! How 
happy should I be to pass a winter evening 
• tmder their venerable roof! and smoke a pipe 
of tobacco, or drink water-gruel with them! 
What solemn, lengthened, laughter-quashing 
gravity of phiz! What sage remarks on the 
good-for-nothing sons and daughters of indis- 
cretion and folly I And what frugal lessons, as 
we straitened the fire-side circle, on the uses of 
the poker aad tongs J 

Miss 
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Miss N. is very well, and begs to be r^iieiii;- 
bered in the old way to you. I used all my elo- 
quence, all the persuasive flourishes of the hand, 
and heart-melting modulation of periods in my 
power, to urge her out to Herveiston, but all in 
vain. My rhetoric seems quite to have lost its 
effect on the lovely half of mankind. I have 
«een the day — but that is a " tale of other 
years.** — In my conscience I believe that my 
heart has been so oft on fire that it is absolutely 
vitrified. I look on the sex with something like 
the admiration with which I regard the starry 
sky in a fi-osty December night. I admire the 
beauty of the Creator's workmanship ; 1 am 
charmed with the wild but graceful eccentricity 
of their motions, and — wish them good night 
I mean this with respect to a certain passion 
donifai m V honneur d-etre un miserable eaehwes 
as for friendship, you and Charlotte have given 
me pleasure, permanent pleasure, *' which the 
world cannot give, nor take away" I hope; and 
wUcb will outlast the heavens and the earth. 



Without date. 

I HAVE been at Dumfries, and at one vi- 
sit more shall be decided about a farm in that 
country. I am rather hopeless in it; but as my 

brother 
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Inrother is an excellent farmer, and is, besides, an 
exceedingly pmdent, . sober man, (qualities 
which are only a younger brother's fortune in 
our family,) I am determined, if my Dumfiries 
business fail me, to return into partnership 
with him, and at our leisure take another ferm 
in the neighbourhood. I assure you I look for 
high compliments from you and Charlotte on 
this very sage instance of my unfathomable, in, 
comprehensible wisdom. Talking of Charlotte, 
I must tell her that I have to the best of my 
power, paid her a poetic compliment, now 
Complicated. The air is admirable: true old 
Highland. It was the tune of a Gaeliq song 
which an Inverness lady sung me when I was 
there; and I was so charmed with it that. I 
b^ged her to write me a set of it. from her 
singing ; for it had never been set before. I am^ 
fixed that it shall go in Johnson's next number; 
so Charlotte and you need not spend your pre- 
cious time in contradicting me. I won't say 
the poetry is first-rate ; though I am convinced 
it is very well: and, what is not always the 
case with compliments to ladies, it is not only 
sincere hut just. 

(Here follows the song of " the Banks of the 

Devon") 

Edinburgh^ 



41 



Edinbu^h, Nov. 21, 1787< 

I HAVE one ¥e:^atious fault to the kind^ 
Jy-rwelcome, well filled sheet which I owe to your 
and Charlotte's goodness -^it contains too much 
sense, sentiment, and good-spelling. It is im- 
possible that even you two, whom I declare to 
my God, 1 will give credit for any degree of exr 
c^llence the sex are capable of attaining, it is 
impossible you can go on to correspond at that 
rate ; so like those who, Shenstone says, retire 
because they have made a good speech, L shall 
after a few letters hear no more of you. I insist 
that you shall write whatever comes fost: what 
you see, what you read, what you hear, what 
you admire, what you dislike, trifles, bagatelles, 
nonsense; or to fill up a corner, e'en put down 
a laugh at full length. Now none of your po- 
lite hints about flattery : I leave that to your 
lovers, if ^ you have or shall have any ; though 
than!^ heaven I have found at last two girls who 
can be luxuriantly happy in their own minds 
and with one another, without that ccNOfimonly 
necessary appendage to femalp bliss, a lqvjsr. 

Charlotte and you are just two favorite rest- 
ing places fpr my soul in her wanderings thrpiigli 

the 
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the weary, thorny wilderness of this world — 
God knows I am ill-fitted for the struggle : . I 
glory in being a Poet, and I want to be thought 
a wise man — I would fondly be generous, and 
I wish to be rich. After all, I am afraid I am 
a lost subject. ** Some folk hae a hantle o' fisttits^ 
an' I'm but a ne'er-do-weel." 

Afternoon. — ^To close the melancholy reflec- 
tions at the end of last sheet, I shall julst add ^ 
piece of devotion commonly known in CGirrick^ 
by the title of the " Wabster's grace." 

** Some say we're thieves, and e'en sae are we, 
^* Some say we lie, and e'en sae do we ! 
*' Gude forgie us, and I hope sae will he ! 
" Up and to your looms, lads." 



'^ 



Edinburgh^ Dec. 12, 1787. 

I AM here under the care of a surgeon^ 
with a bruised limb extended on a cushion; and 
the tints of my mind vying with the livid hor- 
ror preceding a midnight thunder-storm. A 
drunken coachn^an was the cause of the firs^ 

and 
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and incomparably the lightest evil ; misfortune^ 
bodily constitution, hell, and myself, have formed 
a " Quadruple Alliance" to guarantee the other. 
I got my fall on Saturday, and am getting 
slowly better. 

I have taken tooth and nail to the bible, and 
am got through the five books of Moses, and 
half ivay in Joshua. It is really a glorious book^ 
I dent for my book-binder to-day, and ordered 
him to get me an octavo bible in sheets, the 
best paper and print in town; and bind it with 
all the elegance of his craft. 

I would give my * best song to my worst 
enemy, I mean the merit of making it, to have 
you and Charlotte hy me. You are angelic 
creatures, and would pour oil and wine into 
my wounded spirit. 

1 enclose you a proof copy of the " Banks of 
the Devon,'' which present with my best wishes 
to Charlotte. The " Ochel-hills,'' you shall 
probably have next week for yourself. None 
of your fine speeches ! 



Edinburgh^ 



i 
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Edimimr^ Dec 1% ITW- 

1 BEGIN this letter in answer to yoon ot 
the 17th cnrroit, which is not jet €(4d since I 
read it The atmosphefe of my sonl is Tastly 
clearer than wh^i I wrote you lasL For the 
first time, yesterday I crossed the room on 
cratches. It wooid do yoar heart good to see 
my hardship, not on mjpoetiCy but on my oakem 
stilts; throwing my best 1^ with an air! and 
with as much hilarity in my gait and counte- 
nance, as a May firog leaping across the newly 
harrowed ridge, enjoying the firagrance of the 
refreshed earth after the long-expected showerf 



. I can^ say I am altogether at my ease when I 
see any where in my path, that meagre, squalid, 
&mine-faced spectre, poverty ; attended as he 
alwi^ys is, by irourfisted oppression, and leeriiig 
contempt; but I have sturdily withstood hi^ 
buffetings many a hard-labored day already, and 
still my motto is — I dare ^ My worst enemy is 
Moi-mime. I lie so miserably open to the in- 
roads and incursions of a mischievous, light- 
armed, 
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anned, well-mounted banditti, under the ban- 
ners of imagination, whim, caprice, and passion: 
and the heavy armed veteran regulars of wisdom, 
.prudence, and fore-thought, move so very, very 
.slow, that I am almost in a state of perpetual 
warfare, and, alas! frequent defeat. There are 
Just two creatures that I would envy, a horse 
in his wild state traversing the forests of Asia, 
or an oyster on some of the desert shores of Eu- 
rope. The one has not a wish without enjoy- 
naent, the other has neither wish nor fear. 



Edinburgh, March 14, 1788« 

I KNOW, my ever deal* friend, that you 
will be pleased with the news when I tell you, 
J have at last taken a lease of a farm. Yester- 
night I compleated a bargain with Mr. Miller, of 
Dalswinton, for the farm of £llisland, on the 
banks of the.Nith, between five and six mile^ 
above Dumfries. I begin at Whitsunday to 
build a house, drive lime, &c. and heaven be 
my help ! for it will take a strong effort to bring 
jny mind into the routine of business. I have 

discharged 
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discharged all the army of my former pursuits, 
fancies, aud pleasures; a motley host! and have 
literally and strictly retained only the ideas of a 
few friends, which I have incorporated into a 
life-guard. 1 trust in Dr. Johnson's obserratioD, 
" Where much is attempted, something is done.'* 
Firmness, both in sufferance and exertion, is a 
character I would wish to be thought to possess^ 
and have always despised the whining yelp <rf 
complaint, and the cowardly, feeble resolve. 



Poor Miss K. is ailing a good deal this winter, 
and begged me to remember her to you the first 
time 1 wrote you. Surely woman, amiable wo- 
man, is often made in vain. Too delicately 
formed for the]rougher pursuits of ambition; too 
noble for the dirt of avarice, and even too gentle 
for the rage of pleasure; formed indeed for and 
highly susceptible of enjoyment and rapture; 
but that enjoyment, alas! almost wholly at the 
mercy of the caprice, malevolence, stupidity, or 
wickedness of an animal at all times compara- 
tively unfeelmg, and often brutal. 



MaucMine, 
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Mauchline, 7th April, 1788. 

I AM indebted to you and Miss Nimmd 
for letting me know Miss Kennedy. Strange ! 
how apt we are to indulge prejudices in our 
judgments of one another! Even I, who pique 
myself on my skill in marking charact^is; be^ 
cause I am too proud of my character as a man, 
to bedazzled in my judgment/or glaring wealth; 
and t<K, proad of iy^oa.^ L a ^, ™o' 
to be biassed against squalid poverty; I was 
unacquainted with Miss K/s very uncommon 
worth. 

% 

I am going on aL good deal progressive in mon 
grand Mty the sober science of life. I have 
lately made some sacrifices, for which, w^^ I 
vivA voce with you to paint the situation and 
recount the circumstances, you would applaud 
me. * 



Jfodate.* 

« 

Now for that wayward, unfortunate 
thing, myself. I have broke measures with 
* * *, and last week I wrote him a jfrosty, keen 

letter. 



48 

letter. He replied in terms of chastisement, 
and promised me upon his honor that 1 should 
have the account on Monday ; but this is Tues- 
day, and yet I have not heard a word from him*. 
God have mercy on me! si poor d^miied, in- 
cautious, duped, unfortunate fool! The sporty 
the mii^erable victim, of rebellious pride, hypo* 
chondriac imagination, agonizing sensibility^ 
and bedlam passioujs! 

r 

^' / wish that I were deadj hut Tm no like to 
dieT I had lately ". a hairbreadth 'scape Id 
th' imminent deadly breach" of love tooJ Thank 
my stars I got off heart-whole, " waur fleyd than 
hurt." — Interruption. '/ 

I have this moment got a hint * * * ♦ 
* * * * * I fear I am something 
like-^undohe — ^but I hope for the best. Come^ 
stubborn pride and unshrinking resolution;* a<s 
comj^any' me through this, to me, miserable 
\irorld! You must not desert me! Your friendT 
ship I think I can count on, though I should 
date my letters from a marching regiment. 
Carly in life, and all my life, I reckoned on a 
recruiting drum as my forlorn hope. Seriously 
though, life at present presents me with but a 
melancholy path : but — my limb will soon be 
sound; and I shall struggle on. 

Edinburgh, 
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Edinburgh, Sunday. 

To-morrow, my dear madam, I leave 

Edinburgh. 

46 # m m 

1 have altered all flay platis of future life. A 
farm that I could live in, I could not find ; and 
indeed, after the necessary sappoft my brother 
and the rest of the family required, I could not 
ventupe on farming in that style suitable to my 
feelings. Yon will condemn me for the next 
step I have taken. 1 have entered into the ex- 
'cise. I stay in the west about three weeks, and 
then return to Edinbiii^h for six weeks* instruc- 
tions; afterwards, for 1 get employ instaiitly, I 
'go dit il plait h IHeu^--^t man Roi. I have 
ehosen this, my dear friend, after niature de- 
' liberatiodQ. The question is not at what door of 
•fortune's palsice shall we «iter in; but what 
' 'dtiK>ts d oes «h6 open to us ? I was not likely . to 
get any thing to do. I wanted un bHity wiiich is 
a dangerous, an unhappy situation. [ got this 
^1iri£bout' any hanging on, or mollifying soticita- 
otion; it is immediate bread, and though poor in 
1 domparisdn of the last eighteen motitbd of my 
-jexistence, 'tis luA^ury in comparison of all my 
'; E preceding 



50 

preceding life : besides, the commissioners are 
some of them my acquaintances, and all of them 
my firm friends. 



No- XIX. 

To Miss M N. 

Saturday Noon, No. ^, St. Jamtit Sqr^ 
Newtown^ Edinburgh. 

Here hare I sat, my Dear Madam, m 
the stony attitude of perplexed study for fifteen 
vexatious minutes, my head askew, bending over 
the intended card ; tny fixed eye insensible to tivs 
very light of day poured around ; my pendulous 
goose^eather, loaded with ink, hanging over 
th^ future letter ; all for the important purpose 
of writing a complimentary card to accompany 
your trinket. 

m 

i 

Compliments is such a miserable Greenland 
expression ; lies at such a chilly polar distance 
from the torrid zone of my constitution, thatX 
cannot, for the very soul of me» use it to any 

person 
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person for whom I have fhe twentieth part of 
the esteem, every one must have for you who 
knows you. 

As I leave town in three or four days, I can 
give myself the pleasure of calling for you only 
for a minute. Tuesday evening, sometime 
about ^even, or after, I shall wait on you, for 
your farewel commands. 

The hinge of your bo:!c, I put into th,e hands 
4^ the proper Connoisseur. The broken glass, 
likewjlse, went under review ; but deliberative 
wisdom thought it would too much e^anger 
the whole fabric.^ 

I am, Dear Madam, 

With all sincerity of Enthusiasm, 

Your very humble Servant 



E 2 No. 
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No. XX. 



To Mb. ROBERT AINSLIE^ Edimbubgh. 

Edinburgh, Sunday Morning, 
Nov.^S, 1787. 

i BEO, my dear Sir, you would not make 
any appointment to take us to Mr. Ainslie's to- 
night. On looking over my engagements, coh^ 
stitution, present state of ray health, some little 
vexatious soul concerns, &c., 1 find 4 can't svjp 
abroad to-night 

I shall be in to-day till one o'clock if you 
have a leisure hour. ' 

You will think it romantic when I tell you, 
that I find the idea of your friendship almost 
necessary to my existence. — You assume a 
proper length of face in my bitter hours of blue- 
devilism, and you laugh fully up to my highest 
wishes at my good things. — I don't know upon 
the whole, if you are one of the first fellows in 
God's world, but you are so to me. I tell you 
this just now in the conviction, that some in- 

♦ equalities 
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equalities .in my. temper and manner; may per^ 
hap$ sometimes make yon snspect that I am 
not so warmly as I ought to be. 



Your friend. 



No. XXL 



To Miss CHALMERS, 



Editiburgh, Dec. 1787. 



HY DEAR MADAM, 



I JDST now have read yours. Tlie poe- 
tic eompliinents I pay cannot be misunderstood. 
They are ^ neither of them so particular as to 
point, you out to the world at large; and the 
circlet of your acquaintances will allow all I have 
said' Besides, I have complimented you chiefly, 
almost solely, on your mental charms. Shall I 
be plain with you? I will ; so look to it. Perr 
sonal atti^etions, madam, you have much alcove 
pan*; wit, understanding, and worthy you possess 
in the first class. This is a cursed flat way of 
telling you these truths, but let me hear uok more 
of your sheiepish timidity. I know the world a 

little. 



^ 



M 



hjweoofodm^it I suppose^ far 1 mm wddom 
in my coDJectoKs ; sid yaa mmy believe ok^ 
dear madam, I woald not nm any rkk of barl- 
ii^ yon by an iD-jodged complinient. I wish to 
i^w to the worid, the odds between a poef s 
friends, and those ai simple prosemen. More 
for your information, botk the pieces go in. One 
of than, '^ Where luuTiiig all the winters 
harms,'' is already set — the tone is Ndl GoWs 
Lam^itation for Aborcamy ; the other is to be 
set to an old Highland air in Daniel Dow's 
*' collection of ancient Scots music ; the name 
is JSa a CkaiBick air tmo Dheidh. My treadier- 
ous memory has forgot every circumstance about 
Les Incas^ only I think you mentioned them as 

b^ng ill C ^'s possession. I shall ask him 

kbbnt it. I am s^raid the song of ^' Sora«^body 
'will come too late— as I shall, for certain, lekve 
'town in a week for Ayrshire, and from that to 
Dnnifries, but there my bopes are slender. I 
•leare mfy direction in town, so any thing, 
Vh6rever I am, will reach me. 

I saw your's to ■■ ■ ■ , -it is not-tbo-seti^, 
nor did' be take it amiss. On the contrary, like 
"a whipt spaniel, he talks of bdng with you in 

the 'Christmas days. Mr. has gpiten hito 

"the'iiif^itittion, and he is determined to afMeptof 

it. 
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it O selfishness! he owns in his sober moments, 
that from his own volatility of inclination, the 
circumstances in which he is situated, and his 
knowledge of his father's disposition, — ^the 
whole affair is chimerical — yet he te;iff gratify an 
idle penchoiU at the enormous, cruel expense, 
of perhaps ruining the peace of the very woman 
for whom he pi!ofesses the g^ierous passion of 
love! He is a gentleman in his mind and man- 
ners, tant pis I — He is a volatile school-boy: 
The heir of a man's fortune who well knows the 
value qX two .times two ! 

Perdition seize thetn and their fortunes, before 
4hey should make the amiable, the lovely ■ ■ 
itbe derided ol^ject oi their purse-proud con- 
tkmpt. 

I am doubly happy to hear of Mrs. — 'a 

Mcovery,: because 1 really thought all was over 
with :hor. There are days of pleasure yet await- 
:inghcr. 

^' As- 1 can in by Gleiiap 
'^ I met with aa i^ad wpman ; 
f\ Sbe| ^ad me cheiur up my heart . 
^' F9r Ihej^est o' my days was comin.'' 



r • t 



^•. 
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No. XXII. 
To Mb. MORISON ,• 

WBIOHT, KAVCHLINB. 

* 

EUisland, Jan.^i, 1788* 
MY DEAR SIR, 

PIECES s IT Y obliges me to go into my 
new house even before it be plastered. 1 will 
inhabit the one end until the other is finished. 
About three weeks more, I think, will at fiur- 
iiiest, be my tim^, beyond which 1 cannot stay m 
this present house. If ever you wished to de- 
serve the blessing of him that was ready to pe- 
rish; if ever you were in a situation that a little 
kindness would have rescued you from many 
evils; if ever you hope to find rest in future 
states of untried being; — ^get these matters of 
mine ready. My servant will be out in the be- 
ginning of next v^eek for the clock. My com- 
pliments to Mrs. Morison. 

I am, after all my tribulation. 

Dear Sir, yours. 

* Thb letter refers to chairs, and other articles of fiir- 
ttttnre^ which the Poet had ordered. 
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No. XXIII. 



To Mr. JAMES SMITH, 



AVON PRINTFIELD, LINLITHGOW. 



MauchUne, April 9.% I788. > 

I 

Beware of your. Strasburgh, my good 
Sir! Look on this as the opening . of a corre- 
spondence, Uke the opening of a twenty-four 
-gun battery] i 

There is no understanding a man properly,, 
^thout knowing something of his previous ideas 
(that is to say, if the man has any ideas; for J 
know many who, in the animal-muster, pass for 
fiien, that are the scanty ipasters of only one idea 
on^any given subject, and by far the greatest pavt 
of your acquaintances and minec^oi barely boast 
of ideas, 1.25—1.5 — 1.75, or some such frac- 
tional matter) so to let you a little into the se- 
crets of my peijcranii^, there is, you must 
know, a. certain, clean-limbed, handsome, b^ 
tritching.youngjiussy ofyour acquaintance, to 

whom 
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whom 1 have lately and privately given a matri- 
monial title to my corpus. 

<' Bode a robe and wear iu'* 

Says the wise old Scots adage! I hate to presage 
ill luck; and as my girl has been doubly kinder 
to me than even the best of women usually are 
to their partners of our sex, in similar circum- 
stances, I reckon on twelve times a brace of 
children against I celebrate my twelfth wedding 
day : these twenty-four will give me twenty-four 
gossippings, tw^ity-four christenings, (I mean 
one equal to two) and I hope, by the blessing ^f 
the God of my fiithers, 4o make them twenty-fimr 
dutiful children to their parents, twenty-ibjir 
useful Members of Society, and twenty-four 
approven servants of their God! * ♦ ♦ * 
'' Xight's heartsome," quo' the wife when she 
•was stesding ehe^. You see what a lamp I have 
bung up to l^faten your paths, when you are 
idle enough to explore the combinations wad 
relations of my ideas. Tis now as plam as a 
-pike-staff, why a twenty-four gun batt^y was a 
metaphor I could readily employ. 

Now for business.-;rl intend to present Mrs. 
Burns with at printed shawl, an article of which 
I dare^uty ypu have variety : 'tis my ^nit present 

to 
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to her since I have irrevoeabfy called her wiiie^ 
and I have a kind of iwhimsical wish to get her 
the said first present from an old and much va- 
hied friend of hers and mine, a trusty Tr&fon, 
<m tirbose friendship I count myself possessed of 
a liferent lease. 



V Look cm this letter as a ** hegamiag of sor- 
<TOl/rs;'' I iTill write you till your eyes ache with 
y^adiDg nonsense. 

Mrs. Bums ('tis only her pvivterte desigoatimt) 
btgti her best eompiiments to yon. . 



No. XXIV. 
To Mr. ROBERT AINSLIE. 

MautMine, May id, 1788. 

MY DEAR FRIEND, 

I AM two kind letters in your debt, but 
1 haTe beo^freu bonne, and horridly busy.buy^ 
isgrandiptqMringiibr my hmoins business;^ orer 

and 
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and above th^ plague of my Excise instructioiis; 
which this week will finish. 

As I flattei' my wishes that I foresee many fa- 
ture years' correspondence between iis, 'tis fool- 
ish to talk of excusing dull epistles ; a dull letter 
may be a very kind one. 1 have the pleasure to 
tell you that I have been extremely fortunate in 
all my buyings and bargainings hitherto; Mrs. 
Burns not excepted; which title I now avow to 
.the world. I am truly pleased with this last 
affair: it has indeed added to my anxieties for 
futurity, but it has given a stability to my mind 
and resolutiofits, unknown before; and thelpoor 
girl has the most sacred enthusiasm of attacft- 
ment to me, and has not a wish but to gratify 
my every idea of her deportment.* 

I am interrupted, 

Farewel ! my dear Sir. 

No. 

^ A passage has been omitted in a letter to Mrs. Dun- 
lop. - (8vo. Edition^ Vol. II. No. LIIL) This passage 
places Mrs, Burns in so interesting a point of view^ that it 
must be preserved. 

'' To- jealousy or infidelity I am an equal stranger : My 
{Mfsesenrative from the first, is the most thorough conscious- 
ness of her flCDtim^ta of honpc, "and jber attechment to ynn ; 

my 
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No. XXV. 



TO THE SAME. 



Elliiland, June 14, 1788. 

This is now the third day, my dearest 
Sir, that! liave sojourned in these r^ions ; and 
during th^e three days you have occupied tam^ 
of my thoughts than in three weeks preceding i 

In 
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toy antidote against the last, is my loi^ and deep-rootad af7 
fection for her. . 

In housewife matters, of aptness to learn and activity to 
execute, she is eminently mistress : land during my absence 
in Nithsdale, she is regularly and constantly apprentice t6 
my mother and sisters in their dairy and other rural business. 

f- ■ ■ . ; 

The Muses must not be offended when I tell them,' die 
concerns of my wife and family, will, in my mind, always 
take the pas; but I assure them .their ladyships will ever 
come next in place.^ 

You are right that a bachelor state would h^ve ensured 
me more friends ; but, from a cause you will eatfily gUes^, 
conscious peace in the enjoyment of my own liiind, and uth- 
mistfustingrconfidence' in approabhiiig my G6d, would sel- 
dofA have been of the number • * ♦ ♦/' 
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In Ayrshire I har^ several variations of friend* 
ship's compass, here it points invariably to the 
pole. — My farm gives me a good many uncouth 
cares and anxieties, but J hate the language of 
cotnplaint. Job, or some one of his friends, 
says well—" Why should a living man com- 
plain?' 

I have lately been much mortified with cosi- 
templaliiig an unlucky imperfection in the very 
firaming and construction of my soul ; namely, 
a blundering inaccuracy of her olfactory or- 
gans in hitting the scent of craft or design in my 
fellow-creatures. I do not mean any conipli- 
meot to my ingenuousness, or to hint that iJbt 
defect is in consequence of the unsuspicious 
simplicity of conscious truth and honor : I take 
it to be, in some way or other, an imperfection 
in the mental sight ; or, metaphor apart, scmie 
modification of dulness. In two or three smaU 
instances lately, I have been most shamefully 

I have all along, hitherto, in the warfare Of 
life, been bred to arms among the light-horse— 
the piquet-guards of fancy; a kind of Hussars 
and Highlanders of the Brain; but I, am firmly 
j^esolved Xo mU frnt of theise giddy battalions, 
jbavis no ideas of a battle but fighting the 

« ibie, 
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foe, or of a siege but storming the town. Co8t 
^hat it will, I am determined to buy in among 
the grave squadrons of heavy-armed thought, or 
the artillery corps of plodding contrivance. 

What books are you reading, or what is the 
subject of your thoughts, besides the great stu- 
dies of your profession? You said something 
about Religion in your last. I don't exactly re- 
member what it was, as the letter is in Ayrshire; 
but I thought it not only prettily said, but nobly 
thought. You will make a noble fellow if once 
you were married. I make no reservation of 
your being f(;e/Z-married : You have so rnndk 
sense, and kfiowledge of human natnre, tbait 
though you may not realize perhaps the ideas 
of romance, yet you will never be iUmmrkd. 

Were it not for the terrors of my ticklisk si« 
tuatiofi respecting provision for a famfly of cbil- 
dren, I am decidedly of opinion that the latep 1 
have taken is vastly for my happiness. As it 
is, I took to the excise schema as' a certainty of 
maintenance; a maintenance, luxury to What 
either Mrs. Bums or I were bom to. ' 



Adieu. 



»» 



' ' ^. 



» • 
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No. XXVI. 



TO THE SAME. 



f 



Ellislofid, June SO, 1788. 



MY DEAR SIR, 



*i • I JUST now received your brief epistle; 

{ttttd to take vengeance on your laziness, I hav^ 
:you see, taken a long sheet of writing paper, 
.and have begun at the top of the page, intend- 
ing to scribble on to the very last comer* 

.. I am vext at that affair of the * * *, but dare 

. ULdt enlarge on the subject until yoi^ send me 

]your direction, as I suppose that will be altered 

^on your late master and friend's death. I am 

.concerned for the old fellow's exit, only as I fear 

it may be to your disadvantage in any respect — 

for an old man's dying, except he have been a 

very benevolent character, or in some particular 

situation of li$&, that the welfare of the poor or 

the helpless depended on him, I think it an 

event of the most trifling moment to the world. 

Man 
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Man is naturally a kind, benevolent animal, but 
he is dropt into such a needy situation hiere in 
this vexatious world, and has such a whoreson, 
hungry, growling, multiplying pack of necessi- 
ties^ appetites, passions, and desired about him, 
ready to devour him for want of other food ; that 
in fact he must lay aside his cares for others that 
he may look properly to himself.* You have 

been imposed upon in paying Mr. M for th^ 

profile of a Mr. H. I did not mention it in my 
letter to you, nor did I ever give Mr. M 
any such order. ^ I have no objection to lose the 
money, but I will not have any such profile in 
my possession* 

,^ I desired tfee carrier to pay you, but as I meiP 
tioned only 15*. to himj I will rather enclose 
you a guinea note. I haVe it not indeed to spare 
here, as I am only a sojourner in a strangle land 
in this place; but in a*day or two I return to 
Mauchlihe, and there I have the bank-notes 
throttgh'the house, like salt permits/ 

There is a great degree of folly in talking un- 
necessarily of one's private affairs. I have jtist 

F now 



^ A similar thought occurs in a letter to Mr. Hill; toI. 
ii. lett. 95. Dr. Currie's £d. 
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90W been interrupted by one of my new ndif^ 
|)Ours, who has made himself absolutely con- 
temptible in my eyes, by his silly, garrulous pm* 
riency. I know it has', been a fault of my owit 
too ; but from this moment I abjure it as I would 
the service of hell ! Your poets, aipendthrifts^ 
and other fools of that kidney, pretend, forsooth* 
to crack their jokes on prudence ; but 'tis a 
squalid vagabond, glorying in his rags. StiUi 
imprudence respecting money matters, is much 
more pardonable than imprudence respecting 
character. I have no objection to prefer prodi* 
gality to avarice, in some few instances ; but I 
appeal to your observation, if you have not met^ 
and often met, with the same little disingenu- 
ousness, the same hollow-hearted insincerity, 
and disint^ritive depravity of principle, in^the 
bacjkn^y'd victims of profusion, as in the xok^ 
feeling children of parsimony. I have every 
possible reverence for the much talked*of world 
beyond the grave, and I wish that which piety 
believes, and virtue deserves, may be all matter 
of fact. — But in things belonging to and termi- 
nating in this present scene of existence, man 
has serious and interesting business on hand. 
Whether a man shall shake hands with welcome 
in the distinguished elevation of respect, or 
shrink from contempt in the abject comer of in- 
significance; whether he shall wanton under 

the 
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the tropic of plenty, at least enjoy himself in 
the comfortable latitudes of easy convenience, 
or starve in the arctic circle of dreary poverty ; 
whether he shall rise in the manly consciousness, 
of a self-approving mind, or sink beneath a 
galling load of regtet and remorse — these are 
alternatives of the last moment. 

You see how I preach. You used occasion- 
ally to sermonize ' too ; I wish you would in 
charity, iavbr me with a sheet full in your own 
way. I admire the close of a letter Lord Boling- 
firokie writes to Dean Swift, " Adieu, dear SwiftI 
** with all thy faults I love thee entirely : make 
*^ an effort to love me with all mine!" Huttible 
servant, atnd aff that' trumpery, is now such a- 
prostituted business, that honest friendship, in 
Her sincere way, must have recourse to her pri- 
flritFve, simple, — farewell 
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No. XXVII. 



To Mb. GEORGE LOCKHART, 



KEBCHANT^ GLASGOW. 



Mauchline, July 18^ 1788w 



MY DEAR SIR, 



I AM just going for Nithtsdale, eltse I 
would certainly have transcribed some of . my 
rhyming things for you. The Miss Bailies I 
have s^n in Edinburgh, " Fair and lovely are 
thy works, Lord God Almighty ! Who would 
iiot praise Thee for these Thy gifts in Thy good* 
Bess to the dons of men !" It needed not your 
fine taste to admire them. I declare, one dayl 
had the honour of dining at Mr. Bailie's, I waa 
almost in the predicament of the children of 
Israel, when they could not look on Moses's 
face for the glory that shone in it when he de- 
scended fi'om Mount Sinai.* 

I did 



* One of Burns's remarks when he first came to Edin- 
burgh; was, that between the men of rustic life and the 
polite world he observed little difference — that in the 

former. 
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I did once write a poetic address from the falls 
of Bruar to his Grace of Athole, when I was in 
the Highlands. When you return to Scotland 
let me know, and I will send such of my pieces 
as please myself best 

I return to Mauchline in about ten days. 

My compliments to Mr. Purden. I am in 
truth, but at present in haste, 

Yours sincerely. 



former, though uDpolbhed by fadiioD, and unenKghteoed 
by science, he had found much observation and much in* 
telligence, — ^but a refined and accomplished woman was a 
being almost new to him, and of which he had formed but 
a very inadequate idea. E* 



No. 
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No. xxyiii. 



To Mr. BEUGO^ £n6Rat£r, Edinbubgii* 



EUi$land, Sept. % 1788. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

1 HERE is not in Edinburgh above the 
number of the graces whose letters would have 
given me so much pleasure as yours of the 3d 
instant, which only reached me yesternight. 

I am here on my farm, busy with my harvest; 
but for all that most pleasurable part of life 
called SOCIAL communication, I am here at the 
very elbow of existence. The only things that 
are to be found in this country, in any degree of 
perfection, are stupidity and canting. Prose, 
they only know in graces, prayers, &c., and 
the value of these they estimate as they do their 
plaiding webs — ^by the ell ! As for the muses, 
they have as much an idea of a rhinoceros as of 
a poet. For my old capricious but good-natured 
hussy of a muse — 

By 



71 

By banks of Nidi I sat and wept 

When Coila I thought on^ 
In midst thereof I hung my harp 

The willow trees upon. 

i am generally about half my time in Ayrshire 
with my *^ darling Jean/' and then I^ at lucid 
intervals^ throw my horny fist across my be-coI> 
webbed lyre, much in the same manner as an 
old wife throws her hand across the spokes of 
her spinning wheel. 

I will send you " The Fortunate Shepherdess'* 
as soon as I return to Ayrshire, for there I keep 
it with other precious treasure. I shall send it 
by a careful hand, as I would not for any thing 
it should be mislaid or lost. I do not wish to 
serve you from any benevolence, or other grave 
Christian virtue; 'tis purely a selfish gratification 
of my own feelings whenever I think of you. 



If your better functions would give you leisure 
to write me I should be extremely happy ; that 
is t(\ say, if you neither keep nor look for a re- 
gular correspondence. I hate the idea, of b^ing 
obliged to write a letter. I sometimes write a 
firlend twice a week, at other times once a 
qusjirter^ 

I am 
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I am exceedingly pleased with your fancy in 
making the author you mention place a map of 
Iceland instead of his portrait before his works: 
Twas a glorious idea. 

Could you conveniently do me one thing-— 
Whenever you finish any head I could like to 
have a proof copy of it. I might tell you a long 
(itory about your fine genius ; but as what every 
body knows cannot have escaped you, I shall' 
pot say one syllable about it 



No. XXIX. 



To Miss CHALMERS, Edinburgh, 

4 

Ellisland, near Dumfries, Sept. 16, 1788, 

Where are you? and how are you? 
8ind is Lady M*Kenzie recovering her hejilth ? 
for I have had but one solitary letter from you. 
I will not think you have forgot me, Madam ; 
and for my part— - . 



" When thee, Jerusalem, I forget, 
** Skill part from my right hand!" 

"My 
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^ My heart is not of that rock, nor my soul 
careless as that sea." I do not make my pro- 
gress among mankind as a bowl does among its 
/ello ws — rolling through the crowd without bear- 
ing away any mark or impression, except where 
they hit in hostile collision. 

I am here, driven in with ray harvest-folks 
by bad weather ; and as you and your sister once 
did me the honour of interesting yourselves 
much a regard de moi, I sit down to b^ the con- 
tinuation of your goodness. — I can truly say, 
that, all the exterior of life apart, 1 never saw 
two, whose. esteem flattered the nobler feelings 
of my soul — I will not say, more, but, so miich 
as Lady M^Kenzie and Miss Chalmers. When I 
think of you— hearts the best, minds the noblest 
of human kind — unfortunate, even in the shades 
of life— ^when I think 1 have met with you, and 
have lived more of real life with you in eight 
days, than I can do with almost any body I meet 
with in eight years — when I think on the in^ 
probaUlity of meeting you in this world agaifi 
—I could sit down and cry like a child ! — If 
ever you honoured me with a place in your 
esteem, I trust I cafi now plead more desert.—^ 
I am secure against that crushing grip of iron 
poverty, which, alas ! is less t)r more fe,tal to the 
native worth and pulrity of, I fear, the noblest 

souls; 
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souls ; and a late, important step in my life has 
kindly taken me out of the way oi those un* 
grateful iniquities, which, however overlooked 
in fashionable license, or varnished in fashion- 
able phrase, are indeed but lighter and deeper 
shades of villany. 

Shortly after my last return to Ayrshire, I 
married ^^ my Jean." This was not in conse- 
quence of the attachment of romance perhaps ; 
but 1 had a long and much-loved fellow-crear 
ture's happiness or misery in my determination, 
and I durst not trifle vnth so important a deposit 
Nor have 1 any cause to repent it. If I have 
not got polite tatde, modish manners, andfsishion* 
able dress, I am not sickened and disgusted 
with the multiform curse of boarding-school af- 
fectation ; and I have got the handsomest figure^ 
the sweetest temper, the soundest constitution, 
and the kindest heart in the county. Mrs^ 
Bums believes, as firmly as her creed, that I am 
le plus bel esprit j et le plus hannite hamme in the 
universe ; although she scarcely ever in her life» 
except the Scriptures of the Old and New Tes- 
tament, and the Psalms of David in metre, spent 
five minutes together on either prose or verse.—* 
I must exc^ also from this last, a certain late 
publication of Scots poems, which she has pe- 
rused very devoutly ; and all the ballads in the 

country, 
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cop^try, |is 1^ has (O the partial lover ! you will 
e^y) the finest " wood note wild" I ever heard. — 
I |Mn the more particular in this lady's character, 
as J }ui9W she will henceforth have the honor ot 
^, sj^a^e in your best wishes. She is still at 
Mauphlin^ as I. am building my house; for this 
|)ipvBl that I shelter in, while occa/sionally here, 
^ {i^rvious to every blast that blows, and every* 
sbpwer that falls ; and I ^.m only preserved from 
bdi^g cihilled to death, by being suffocated with 
smoke, I do not find my farm that pennyworth 
I was 4aught tp expect, but I believe, in time, it 
may be a saving bargain. You will be pleased 
to jl^e^r that I hj^ye Is^d aside idle eclat y ^nd bind 
every 49Y ^^^ ^7 reapers. 

To save nm firom that horrid situation of At 
aay time going down, in a losing bargain of ,t 
fyrniy to misery, I have taken my excise instruc- 
t^pi^, aud ]^^ve my cprnpiissjon in my pocket for 
qjff em§rge9cy of fortune. If I could set all 
I^K^pre your vi^w, whatever disrespect you, in 
ipQil^Qp with the wprld, have for this business^ 
I kfjQw you would approve of my idea. 

1 will lafiaJce no apology, dear Madam, for tbip 
egotistic 4^tail; I know you and your sister 
^ill be interested in every circumstance of it 
What signify th© silly^ idle gewgaws of wealth, 

or 
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or the ideal trumpery of greatness ! When fd.' 
low partakers of the same nature fear the same 
God, have the same benerolence of heart, the 
same nobleness of soul, the same detestation at 
everything dishonest, and the same scorn at 
every thing unworthy — if they are not in the de- 
pendence of absolute beggary, in the name of 
common sense are they not equals ? And if 
the bias, the instinctive bias of their souls run 
the same way, why may they not be friends? 

When I may have an opportunity of sending 
you this, Heaven only knows. Shenstbne says^ 
" When one is confined idle within doors by bad 
weather, the best antidote against ennui is, to 
read the letters of, or write to one's friends f 
in that case then, if the weather continues thus^ 
I may scrawl you half a quire. 

I very lately, to wit, since harvest began, 
wrote a poem, not in imitation, but in the man- 
ner of Pope's Moral Epistles. It is only a short 
essay, just to try the strength of my Muse's pi- 
nion in that way. I will send you a dopy of it, 
when once I have heard from you. I have like- 
wise been laying the foundation of some pretty 
large Poetic works: how the superstructure 
will come on I leave to that great maker and 
marrer of projects — time. Johnson's collec- 
tion 
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t^Q.bf Scots songs is going on in the third yo« 
liui;e: and of consequence finds me a consumpt 
for a great deal of idle . metre.— One of th^ 
i9Qst tot^rable things 1 have done in that way, i8» 
two. stanzas that I {nade to an air, a musical genr 

9 

deman* of my acquaintance composed for the 
anniversary of his wedding-day, which happens 
on the seventh of November. Take it as fol- 
lows : 

The day retums^-my bosom burns^ 
The blissful day we twa did meet, &c. 

Dr. Currie's Ed, vol. iii. p. 289* 

I shall give over this letter for shame. If I 
should be seized with a scribbling fit, before this 
goes away, I shall make it another letter; and 
then you may allow your patience a week's re^ 
spite betwe«i the two. I have not room for 
more than the old, kind, hearty, farewel! 



To make some amends, mes cheres Mesdaniest^ 
for dragging you on to this second sheet; and to 
relieve a little the tiresomeness of my unstudied 
and uncorrectible prose, 1 shall transcribe you 

some 



Capt. Riddel of Glemiddd. 
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some of my late poetic bagatelles ; though I hare, 
these eight or ten months, done very little that 
way. One day, in an Hermitage on the Banks-of 
Nith, belonging to a gentleman in my n^^boni^-* 
hood, who is so good as give me a key at {Mea- 
sure, I wrote as follows; supposing mys^the 
sequestered, venerable inhabitant of the lomiy 
mansion. 

Lines written in Friars Carse Hermitage.* 

Dr. Currufi Ed. vol. m, p. 289. 



No. 



* The poetic temperament is ever predisposed to 
flemations of the '^ horrible and awfdl.'^ Bums, in returtr- 
idg from hk visits at Glenriddel to his farm at EHisbnd, 
had to pass trough a littk wild wood, in which stood" tiji' 
Hermitage. When the night wa4 dark and dreary^ it wti 
his custom generally to solicit an additional parting glass, 
to fortify his spirits and keep up hb courage. This waa 
related by a lady a near relation of Capt. Riddel's; who 
had frequent opportunities (rf seeing this salutary practice 
exemplified. £. 
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No. XXX. 
To Mes. DUNLOP, of DuNLOP. 

Mauchline, 2,7th Sept. 1788. 

1 HAVE received twins, dear madam, more 
than once ; but scarcely ever with more pleasure 
than when I received yours of the 12th instant 
To make myself understood ; I had wrote to 
Mr. Graham, enclosing my poem addressed to 
him, and the same post which favored me with 
yours, brought me an answer from him. It was 
dated the very day he had received mine ; and I 
am quite at a loss to say whether it was most 
polite or kind. 

Your criticisms, my honored b^iefactresa^ 
are truly the work of a friend. They are not 
the blasting depredations of a canker-toothed, 
caterpillar critic ; nor are they the feir statement 
of cold impartiality, balancing with unfeeling 
exactitude, the pro and con of an author's me- 
rits ; they are the judicious observations of ani- 
mated friendship, selecting the beauties of the 

piece. 
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piece,* I have just arrived from Nithsdale, and 
will be here a fortnight. I was on horseback this 
morning by three o'clock ; for between my wife 
and my farm is just forty-six miles. As I jogged 
on in the dark, I was taken with a poetic fit, 
as follows : 

"Mrs. 



* From a letter which is printed in Dr. Currie's coUec- 
UoD, it appears that Burns entertained no great respect for 
what may be styled technical criticism. He loved the man 
who judged of poetical compositions from the heart— 4Nit 
looked with an evil eye upon those who decided by the 
cold decisions of the head. This is evinced by the follow- 
ing anecdote. 

At a private breakfast, in a literary circle at I^dinburgb, 
to which he was invited, the conversation turned on the 
poetical merit and pathos of Gray's Elegy, a poem of 
which he. was enthusiastically fond. A clergyman present, 
remarkable for his love of paradox, and for his eccentric 
notions on every subject, distinguished himself by an inju* 
dicious and ill-timed attack on this exquisite poem, which 
Burns, with a generous warmth for the reputation of Gray, 
manfully defended. As this gentleman's remarks were ra- 
ther general than specific, Bums urged him to bring for- 
ward the passages which he thought exceptionable. He 
made several attempts to quote the poem, but always in a 
blundering, inaccurate manner. Burns bore all this for a 
considerable time with his usual good-nature and forbear- 
ance^ till^ at length, goaded by the fastidious criticisms 

and 
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" Mx^' V of C 's lamentation for the 

d^atb of her son; an uncommonly promising 
youth of eighteen or nineteen years of age." 

HerefoUaw the verses, entitled, " A Mother's 
liament/or the loss of her Son.'' 

Dr. Currie's' Ed. vol. iv. o. 388. 

You will not send me your poetic rambles, 
but, you see, I am no niggard of mine. I am 
sure your impromptu's give me double pleasure ; 
what falls from your pen, can neither be unen- 
tertaining in itself, nor indifferent to me. 

The one fault you found, is just; but I cannot 
please myself in an emendation. 

What a life of solicitude is the life of a pa- 
rent! You interested me much in your young 
couple. 

I would not take my folio paper for this epis- 
tle. 



^nd wretched quibbNogs of liis opponent, he roused him- 
self, and S^di an eye'flashing' contempt and indignation, 
and with great vehemence of gesticulation, be thus addressed 
^e cold critic . ^* Sir^ — I now perceive a man may be an 
;f' excc^teqit Judge of poetry by square and rule, and after 
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tie, and now I repentit. I am so jaded with my 
dirty long journey that I was afraid to dfawl 
into th^ essence of dulness with any thing larger 
than a quarto, and so I must leave out another 
rhyme of this morning's manufacture. 

I will pay the sapientipotent George most 
cheerfully, to hear from you ere I leave Ayr- 
shire. 



No. XXXI. 



To M*. JAMES JOHNSON, 



ENGRAVBB^ EDINBUBGH. 



Mauchline, Nov. 15, 1788« 



MY DEAR SIR, 



I HAVE sent you two more songs. — If 
you have got any tunes, or any thing to correct, 
please send them by return of the carrier. 

I can easily see, my dear friend, that you will 
very probably have four volumes. Perhaps you 
may not find your a.ccount lucratively ^ m this bii- 

siness: 
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siness ; but you are a patriot for the music of 
your country; and I am certain, posterity will 
look on themselves as highly indebted to your 
public spirit. Be not in a hurry; let us go on 
correctly; and your name shall be immortal. 

it. '. . 

I am preparing a flaming preface for your 
third volume. I see every day, new musical 
publications advertised; but what are they? 
Gaudy, hunted butterflies of a day, and then Va- 
nish, for ever: but your work will outlive the 
momentary neglects of idle fashion, and defy 
the teeth of time. 

Have you never a fair goddess that Irads you 
a wild-goose chase of amorous devotion? Let 
me know a few of. her qualities, such as, whe- 
ther she be rather black, or fair; plump, or thin; 
short, or tall, &c. ; and chuse your air, and t 
shall task my Muse to celebrate her. 



« 



c 
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No. XXXIl. 

To Dr. BLACKLOCK. 

Mauchline, Nov. 15, 17881 

R£y. AND DEAR SIR, 

As I hear nothing of your motions hot 
tfcat you are, or were, out of town, I do Hot 
know where this may find you, or whether it 
will find you at all, I wrote you a long letter, 
dated from the land of matrimony, in J^lne; 
1but either it had not found you, or, what 1 dread 
more, it found you or Mrs. Blacklock in too 
precarious a state of health and spirits, to fak^ 

notice of an idle packet. 

• - ' .• ■ 

I have done many little things for Johnson, 
since I had the pleasure of seeing you; and I 
have finished one piece, in the way of Pope's 
Moral Epistles; but from your silence, I have 
every thing to fear, so I have only sent you two 
melancholy things, which I tremble lest they 
should too well suit the tone of your present 
feelings. 



:«5 

Ja.a fortnight I; moT^y'b^gapd Imggag?, to 
JVitbsdale; till tbeir, my {direction is at this 
place; after that period, it will.be at £llisland, 
near Dumfries,. It would extremely oblige me 
were it but b^f a line, to let. me know bow you 
ar^, and where ypu are. — Can I be indifferent 
to thev&te of :a man, to lyjiom I owe so much? 
A man whom I not only esteem but i^enerate.'*^ 
•-'-., ^ My 



^«a 



* Gratefully alluding to the Doctor's introduction of 
him to the literary circles of Edinburgh. — "There was 
y^ primps, never one among all mankind," says Heron, in 
a spirited memoir of our Bard, inserted in the Edin- 
burgh Magazine, " whom you might more truly have 
" called an Angd upon Earthy than Dr. Blacklock: 
'^ he was guileless and innocent as a child, yet endow- 
" ed with manly sagacity and penetration ; his heart 
'^^ was a perpetual spring of overflowing benignity; his 
" feelings were all tremblingly alive to the sense of the sub- 
" lime, the beautiful, the tender, the pious, the virtuous: 
(* — Poetry was to him the dear solace of perpetual blind- 
" ness; cheerfulness, even to gaiety, was, notwithstanding 
^ that irronediable misfortune, long the predominant co- 
" lour of hb mind: In his latter years, when the gloom 
'^ might otherwise have thickened around him, hope, faith, 
'^devotion the most fervent and sublime, exalted his mind 
" to Heaven, and madq him maintain his wonted cheerful- 
" ness in the expectation of a speedy dissolution," — 

In the beginning of the Winter of 1786-87^ Bums 

came to Edinburgh : By Dr. B. he was received with the 

most 
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My warmest good wishes and most respeotfol 
compliments to Mrs. Blacklock, and Miss 
Johnston, if she is with you. 

I cannot conclude without telling you that I 
am more and more pleased with the step I took 
respecting ^* my Jean." — ^Two things, from my 
happy experience, I set down as apophth^ms 
in life. A wife's head is immaterial, compared 
with her heart — and — " Virtue's (for wisdom 
what poet pretends to it) — ways are ways of 
pleasantness, and all her paths are peace." 

Adieu ! 



Here follow the " The mother's lament for 
the loss of her son^^ and the song b^nning^ 
** The lazy mist hangs from the hrow of the 

hiiir 

Dr. Currie's Ed. vol. iv. p. 290. 



most flattering kindness; and was earnestly introduced^ to 
every person of taste and generosity among the good old 
man's friends. It was little Blacklock had in his power to 
do for a brother poet — ^but that little he did with a fdnd 
alacri^^ and with a modest grace. E. 



»7 



No. XXXIII. 



To Mb. ROBERT AINSLIE. 



Ettisland, Jan. 6, 179Q. 

Many happy returns of the season . to 
you, my dear Sir ! May you be comparatively 
happy iip to your comparative worth among 
the sons c^men; which wish wpuld, I api sure, 
make you onie of the most ble3t of the human 
race. 

I do not know if passing a " Writer to the sig- 
net" be a trial of scientific merit, or a mere bu- 
siness of mends and interest. However it be, 
let me quote you my two favorite passages, 
which though I have repeated them ten thou- 
sand times, still they rouse my manhood and 
3teel my resolution like inspiration. 



>0n Reason build resolve. 



That column of tnie majesty in man. 

Young. 



Heari 
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Hear^ Alfred, hero of the state, 
Thy genius heaven's high will declare ; 
Tlie triumph of the truly great, 
Is never, never to despair ! 
Is never to despair ! 

Masque of Alfred. 



I grant you enter the lists of life, to struggle 
for bread, business, notice, and distinction, in 
common with hundreds. — But who are they? 
Men, like yourself, and of that aggregate body, 
your compeers, seven tenths of them come dhort 
of your advantages natural and accidental; 
while two of those that remain, either neglect 
their parts, as flowers blooming in a^ desert, or 
mis-spend their strength, like a bull goring a 
bramble-bush. 

But to change the theme : I am still catering 
for Johnson's publication ; and among others, I 
have brushed up the following old favorite song 
a little, with k view to your worship. rUaVe 
only altered a word here and there; but iffbu 
like the humour of it, we shall think of a stanza 
or two to add to it. 



No. 
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No. XXXIV. 



To Mr- JAMES HAMILTON, 



GROCER; GLASGOW. 



EUisland, May ^6, 1789- 



DEAR SIR, 



I SEND you by John Glover, Carrier, 
the above account for Mr.Tumbull, as I sup- 
pose you know his address. 

I would fain offer, my dear Sir, a word of 
sympathy with your misfortunes ; but it is a 
tender string, and I know not how to touch it. 
It is easy to flourish a set of high-flown senti- 
ments on the subject that would give great 
^£lkt{sfaction to-^a breast qtiite at ease ; but as 
bKb'bbfeerves, ifrho'Svas very dddom tnistak^i 
in' the iheoty of life, "The heart knoweth its 
'*^'dWn borrows, ^nld a stran^r intermeddtetii 
" hot therewith.'' 

Among '.^6ine distressful etnergeni^ies' that I 
liaVe experienced in' life, I ever Idd this dtywn 

as 
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as my foundation of comfort — That he who ha» 
lived the life of an honest man^ has by no means 
lived in vain ! 

With every wish for your wel£ure and future 



success^ 



I am, my dear Sir, 

Sincerely yours. 



No. XXXV. 
To WM. CREECH, Esq. 

Ellisland, May 30, 1789. 

SIR, 

I HAD intended to have troubled you with 
along letter, but at present the delightful, sen- 
sations of an omnipotent Tootbach so engross 
all my inner man, as to put it out of my pow^ 
even to write nonsense. — However, as in duty 
bound, I approach my Bookseller with an oifer- 
iug in my hand-^a few poetic clinches and a 
wng:— To expect any other kind of offerij]^ 

from 



from the Rhtming Tribe, would be to know 
th^a mnck less than you do. I dd not pretend 
that there is much merit in these marceatuv, but 
J have two reasons for sending them ; primOy 
they are fnostly ill-natured, so are in unison 
with my present feelings, while fifty troops of 
infernal spirits are driving post from ear to ear 
al6ng my jaw-bones ; and secondly^ they are so 
short, that you cannot leave off in the middle, 
and so hurt my pride in the idea that you found 
any^ work of mine too heavy to get through. 

I have a request to beg of you, and I not only 
beg of you, but conjure you — by all your wishes 
and by all your hopes, that the muse will spare 
the satiric wink in the pioment of your. foibles; 
that she will warble the song of rapture round 
your hymeneal couch; and that she will shed on 
your turf the honest tear of elegiac gratitude! 
grant my request as speedily as .possible — Send 
me by the very first fly pr coach for this place, 
three copies of t^he last editioo of my poems, 
which place to my aqcQunt. 

Now, may the good things of prose, and the 
good things of verse, come among thy hands 
iintil they be filled with the good things of this 
fife I prayeth 

rob:^. burns. 

No. 
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No. XXXVI. 



To Mb. ROBERT AINSLIE, 



EllUland, June B, 1789- 



MY DEAR FRIEND, 



I AM perfectly ashamed of myself ^veheo 
I look at the date of your last. It is not that I 
forget the fiiend of my heart and the companion 
of my peregrinations; but I have been con- 
demned to dtudgery beyond sufferance, thoogh 
not, thank God, beyond redemption. 1 hare 
had a collection of poems by a lady put into my 
hands to prepare them for the press; which 
horrid task, with sowing my corn with my owti 
band, a parcel of masons ^ wrights, plasterersi 
&c. to attend to, roaming on business through 
Ayrshire — all this was against me, and the very 
first dreadful article was of itself too much for 
me. 

13th. I have not had a moment to spare fi'om 
incessant toil sinc^ the 8th. Life, my dear Sir, is 
a serious matter. You know by experience that 
a man's individual self is a good deal, but believe 

me, 
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me, a wife said family of eh}]4ren, whenever you 
bave the honour to be a hu^bandi ^xkd a father, will 
shew yotu that your present nK>^t^asixiotts hoiurs 
of sotiqitude ar^-spent on titiii3s. 7fh£| wel^e 
. of those who are very deajr to us> whose o'^ly 
support, hope, and stay we a^-r-r-this, to.ag^ 
nerous mind, is another qoi^% q^ more import^t 
ohject of <iare than any concernis whatevei; i/^hicb 
pmpe^ merely in the mdiwdu^jl. On ^e pth^ 
Sand, let txo young, unmj^jrri^d, rakehelly dog 
amoog you, make a song of his pretended lir 
berty and freedom Irom care. If the re^tio^s 
we stand in to king, country, kindred, and 
Iriends, b^ any thing but the visionary fancies 
of dreaming metaphysieians; if religion, virt^^ 
m^^nanimify,. genorosity^ humanity ^ud; JU^P^? 
Jbe alight but empty sounds ; thw fte m^. ^hp 
may be said to live only for others, for-i^Q b^ 
loved, honorable female whose tender faithful 
embrace endears life, and for the helpless little 
innocents who are to be the men and women, 
the worshippers of his God, the subjects of his 
king, and the support, nay the very vital exist- 
ence of his COUNTRY, in the ensuing age;— com- 
pare such a man with any fellow whatever, who, 
whether he bustle and push in business among 
labourers, clerks, statesmen ; or whether he roar 
and rant, and drink and sing in taverns — a fel- 
low over whose grave no one will breathe a single 

heigh-ho, 



heigh-ho, except from the cobweb-tie of What i& 
called good fellowship — ^who has no view nor 
aim but what terminates in himself — if there be 
any grovelling earthbom wretch of our species^ 
a ren^ado to common sense, who would fain 
believe that the noble creature, man, is no bet- 
ter than a sort of fungus, generated out of no- 
thing, nobody knows how, and soon dissipating 
in nothing, nobody knows where; such a stupid 
beast, such a crawling reptile might balance the 
forgoing unexaggerated comparison, but na one 
else would have the patience. 

Forgive me, my dear Sir, for this long si- 
lence. To make yon amends j I shall send you 
soon, and more encouraging stilly without any 
postage, one or two rhymes of my later manu- 
facture. 



No, 
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No. XXXVII. 



To< Capt. riddel, Carsb. 

EUidand, Oct. \6, 1789. 

SIR, 

Big with the idea of this important day* 
at Friars Carse, I have watched the elements 
and skies in the full persuasion that they would 
announce it to the astonished world hy some 
phenomena of terrific portent. — ^Yesternight un- 
til a very late hour did I wait with anxious hor- 
ror, for the appearance of some Comet firing 
half the sky; or aerial armies of sanguinary 
SccmdinaTians, darting athwart the startled hea- 
vens, rapid as the rs^ed lightning, and horrid 
as those convulsions of nature that bury nations. 

The elements, however, seem to take the mal;- 

ter very quietly: they did not even usher in this 

morning with triple suns and a shower of blood, 

* symbolical 

• . ».-• •• 

^' The day on yAaxh *^ the Whistle'^ ww contended fon 
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symbolical of the three potent heroes, and the 
mighty claret-shed of the day. — For me, as 
Thomson in his Winter says of the storm — I 
shall '^ Hear astonished, and astonished sing^ 

The whistle and the man ; I sing 
The man that won the whistle, &c. 



«< 






IJere are we met, three merry boys, 
" Three merry boys I trow are we; 
And mony a night we've merry been. 
And mony mae we hope to be. 



** Wha jSrst shall rise to gang aw^ 
" A cuckold coward loun is he: 

^^ Wha last* beside his chair shall fa' 
*' He is the l^ing amang ns throe." 

To leave the heights of Far^^ssus and come 
to the humble yalq of prose.--rI have sqme mis- 
givings that I t^ke too much upon tqe, when I 
request you to get your ^iiest, ^ir lipb^rt ^jLpii'ir-. 
rie, to fi^uik the two enclosed CQy^r^ for mg, ibe 
one of them; to Sir William Cunningham, of 
fiobertland, Bartat4^uch^us(:eitb,|^i}p»ai:ppck, 



t In former Editions of these verses, the word first hi 
bean printed in ihis jilace instead of the word &u^« 
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— the other', to Mr. Allan Masterton, Writing- 
Master, Edinburgh. The first has a kindred 
claim on Sir Robert, as being a brother Baronet, 
and likewise a keen Foxite ; the other is one of 
the worthiest men in the world, and a man of 
real genius; so, allow me to say, he has a frater- 
nal claim on you. I want them fi'anked for to- 
morrow, as I cannot get them to the post to- 
night. — I shall send a sei^vant again for them in 
the evening. Wishing that your head may be 
crowned with laurels to-night, and free from 
aches to-morrow, ^ 

I have the honor to be, 

Sir, 

-. « .--"..■..■ 

Your deeply indebted humble Servant. 



« * . . ^ 



H 



No. 
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No. xxxvm. 



TO THE SAME. 

SIR, 

I WISH from my inmost soal it were in 
my power to give you a more substantial gratn 
fication and return for all your goodness to tl^ 
poet, than transcribing a few of his idle rhymesv 
— However, " an old song," though to a pro- 
verb an instance of insignificance, is generally 
the only coin a poet has to pay with. 

If my poems which I have transcribed, and 
mean still to transcribe into your book, were 
equal to the grateful respect and high esteem I 
bear for the gentleman to whom I present them, 
they would be the finest poems in the language. 
—As they are, they will at least be a testimony 
with what sincerity I have the honor to be. 

Sir, 

Your devoted humble Servant 



No, 
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No. XXXIX. 
To Mb. ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Ellidand, Nov. I, 1789. 

MY DEAR FRIEND, 

I HAD written you long ere niow, could 
1 have guessed where to find you, for I am sdre 
you have more good sense than to wadte the 
precious days of vacation time in tM dirt pf 
business and Edinburgh.— Wherever you srfe;* 
Qod bless you, and lead you not into tempta^ 
tion, but deliver you from evill 

I do not know if I have informed you that I 
am now appointed to an excise division, in the 
middle of which my house and farm lie. In this; 
1 was extremely lucky. Without ever having 
been an expectant, as they call their joum^y- 
m^a excisemen, I was directly planted down to . 
all intents and purposes an officer of excise; 
there to flodrish and bring forth fruits— worthy 
of repentance. 

I know not how the word excisi^man, or stiU 
mor^ opprobrious, ganger, will sound m yoitf 

H 2 ears. 
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ears. I too have seen the day when my audi- 
tory nerves would have felt very delicately od 
this subject; but a wife and children are things 
which have a wonderful power in blunting these 
kind of sensations. Fifty pounds a year for 
life, and a provision for widows and orphans, 
you will allow is no bad settlement for a poet. 
For the ignominy of the profession, I have the 
encouragement which I once heard a recruiting 
sergeant give to a numerous, if not a respect- 
able audience, in the streets of Kilmarnock. — 
** Gentlemen, for your further and better encou- 
ragement, I can assure you that our regiment 
is the most blackguard corps under the ci^Diwn, 
and consequently with us an honest fellow 
*^ has the surest chance for preferment.'* 

You need not doubt that I find several very 
unpleasant and disagreeable circumstances in 
my business; but [ am tired with and disgusted 
dt the language of complaint againsti:he evilsbf 
Hfe. Human existence in the most favorable 
situations does not abound with pleasures, and 
has its inconveniences and ills ; capricious fool-' 
ish man mistakes these inconveniences and ills 
as if they were the peculiar property of his par- 
ticular situation ; and hence that eternal fickle- 
ness, that love of change^ which has ruined, and 
daily does ruin many a fine fellow, as wfell las 
*<•••' , many 
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I 

nuftiy a blockhead ; and is almost, without ex* 
ception, a constant source of disappointment 
and misery^ 

I long to hear from you how you go on — ^not 
so much in business as in life. Are you pretty 
well satisfied with your own exertions, and to- 
lerably at ease in your internal reflections? Tis 
much to. be a great character as a lawyer, but 
beyond comparison more to be a great char 
racter as a man. That you may be both the 
one and the other is the earnest wish, and that 
you wiU be both is the firm persuasion of. 

My dear Sir, &c. 



TVo. XL. 

To Mb. PJETER HILL, Bookselle«, 

Ebinbukch. 

Ellisland, Feb. S, 1790. 

No ! I will not say one word about 
apologies or excuses for not writing-— I am a 
poor, rascally ganger, condemned to gallop at 
least 200 miles fevery week to inspect dirty 

ponds 
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p6nd6 and yeasty barrels, and where can I find 
titne to write to, or importance to interest any 
body ? The upbraidings of my conscience, nay 
the upbraidings of my wife, have persecuted 
me on your account these two or three months 
past. — I wish to God 1 was a great man, thBtnof 
correspondence might throw light upon you, to 
let the world see what you really are; and thee 
I would make your fortune, without putting 
my hand in my pocket for you, which, like all 
other great men, I suppose I would avoid as 
much as possible. What are you doing, and 
how are you doing? Have you lately seen any 
of my few friends? What is become of the 
30ROUGH REFORM, or how is the fate of my 
poor namesake Mademoiselle Burns decided? 
O man ! but for thee and thy selfish appetites, 
and dishonest artifices, that beauteous form, 
and that once innocent and still ingenuous 
mind, might have shone conspicuous and lovely 
in the faithful wife, and the affectionate mother; 
and shall the unfortunate sacrifice to thy plea- 
sures have ao claim on thy humanity ! 

I saw lately in a Review, some extracts from 
a new poem, called the Village Curate ; send 
it me. I want likewise a cheap copy of The 
World. Mr. Armstrong, the young poet, who 
does me the honor to mention me so kindly in 

his 
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fais works, please gire him my best thanks fisr 
the copy of his book — ^I shall write him, my 
first leisure hour. I like his poetry much, but 
I think his style in prose quite astonishing. 

* * « « 
Your book came safe, and I am going to trou- 
ble you with farther commissions. I call it 
troubling you — ^because I want only, books; 
the cheapest way, the best ; so you may have 
to hnnt for them in the evening auctions. I 
want Smolletf s Works, for the sake of his in- 
comparable humor. I have already Roderick 
Random, and Humphrey Clinker. — Peregrine 
Pickle, Launcelot Greaves, and Frederick, 
Count Fathom, I still want; but as I said, the 
veriest ordinary copies will serve me. I am nice 
only in the appearance of my poets. I forget 
the price of Cowper's Poems, but, I believe, I 
must have them. I saw the other day, proposals 
for a publication, entitled, '^ Banks's new and 
complete Christian's Family Bibje," printed for . 
C. Cooke, Paternoster-row, London. — He pro- 
mises at least, to^give in the work, I think it is 
three hundred and odd engravings, to which he 
has put the names of the first artists in London.* 

—You 



* Perhaps no set of men more effectually avail them- 
selves of ttie easy credulity of the public, than a certain 

description 
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— ^You will know the character of the per- 
formance, a:s some numbers of it are published ; 
and if it is really what it pretends to be, set me 
down as a subscriber, and send me the pub- 
lished numbers. 

Let me hear from you, your first leisure mi- 
nute, and trust me you shall in future have no 
reason to complain of my silence. The dazzling 
perplexity of novelty will dissipate and leave 

me 



description of Paternoster-row booksellers. Three hun* 
dred and odd engravings! — and by the first artists in Lon- 
don^ too !— -no wonder that Burns was dazzled by the spletfr- 
dour of the promise* It is no unusual thing for this class 
of impostors to illustrate the Holy Scriptures by plates 
originally engraved for the History of England, and I have 
actually seen subjects designed by our celebrated artist Sto-' 
thard^ from Clarissa Harl&we and the ^ovelist*s Magazine, 
converted; with incredible dexterity, by these Booksellii^ 
Breslaws, into Scriptural embellishments! One of theae- 
VfBnders bf < Family Bibles' lately called on me, to consult me 
professionally about a folio engraving h^ brought with bin). 
— It represented MoNs. Buffon, seated, contemplating 
various groups of animals that surrounded him : He merely 
wished, he said, to be informed, whether by unclothing the 
Naturalist, and giving him a rather more resolute look, the 
plate could not, at a trifling expense, be made to pass for 
^^ Daniel in thb {iioNs' den P £» ' 



.} 
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me to pursue my course in the quiet path of 
metlkodical routine. 



No. XLI. 

To Mr. W. NICOL. 

Ellisland, Feb. 9, 1790. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

That d-mned mare of yours is dead. I 
would freely have given her price to have saved 
her ; she has vexed me beyond description. In- 
debted as I was to your goodness beyond what I 
can ever repay, I eagerly grasped at your offer 
to have the mare with me. That I might at least 
shew my readiness in wishing to be grateful, I 
took every care of her in my power. She was 
never crossed for riding above half a score of 
times by me or iu my keeping. I drew her in 
the plough, one of three, for one poor week. I 
refused fifty-five shillings for her, which was the 
highest bode I could squeeze for her. I fed her 
up and had her in fine order for Dumfries fair; 
when four or five days before the fair, she was 
seized with an unaccountable disorder in the si- 
news, 



106 

news, or somewhere in the bones of the neck ; 
' with a weakness or total want of power in her 
fillets, and in short the whole vertebraB of her 
spine seemed to be diseased and unhinged, and 
in eight and forty hours, in spite of the two best 
iarriers in the country, she died and be d-mned 
to her! The farriers said that she had been 
quite strained in the fillets beyond cure before 
you had bought her; and that the poor devil, 
though she might keep a little flesh, had been 
jaded and quite worn out with fatigue and op- 
pression. While she was with me, she was 
under my own eye, and I assure you, my much 
valued fi'iend, every thing was done for her that 
could be done ; and the accident has vexed me 
to the heart. In fact I could not pluck up 
spirits to write you, on account of the unfortu- 
nate business. 

There is little new in this country. Our the- 
atrical company, of which you must have heard^ 
leave us in a week. Their merit and character 
are indeed very great, both on the stagehand in 
private life; not a worthless creature among 
them; and their encouragement has been ac- 
cordingly. Their usual run is fi-om eighteen to 
twenty-five pounds a night ; seldom less than 
the one, and the house will hold no more than 
the other. There have been repeated instances 

of 



t 

\ 
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of sending away six, and eight, and ten poundft: 
ki'ik mght for want of room. A new theatre is 
to be built by subscription; the first stone is to 
be laid on Friday first to come * Three hun*- 
dred guineas have been raised by thirty sub* 
scrite?^ and thirty more might have h«a got if 
wanted. The managm*, Mr. Sutherland, was 
introduced to me by a friend fi*om Ayr; and a 
worthier or cleverer fellow I have rarely met 
with. iSome of our clergy have slipt in by 
stealth now and then ; but they have got up a 
farce of their own. You must have heard how 
the Rev. Mr. Lawson of Kirkmahoe, seconded 
by the Rev. Mr. Kirkpatrick of Dunscore, and 
the rest of that faction, have accused in formal 
process, the unfortunate and Rev. Mr. Heron of 
Kirkgunzeon, that in ordaining Mr. Nelson to 
the cure of souls in Kirkbean, he, the said 
Heron, feloniously and treasonably bound the 
said Nelson to the confession of faith, so far m 
U was agreeable to reason and the word of God! 

Mrs. B. begs to be remembered most grate- 
fully to you. Little Bobby and Frank are 
charmingly well and healthy. I am jaded to 
death with fatigue. For these two or three 
months, on an average, I have not ridden less 

than 

* On Friday fint to come — a Scotticism. 
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than two hundred miles per week. I have done 
little in the poetic way. I have given Mr. 
Sutherland two Prologues ; one of which was 
delivered last week. I have likewise strung 
four or five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of 
Chevy Chase, by way of Elegy on your poor 
unfortunate mare, beginning (the name she got 
here was Peg Nicholson) 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
As ever trode on aim ; v- '^^^ 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 
And past the Mouth o'Cairn. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 
And rode thro' thick and thin ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 
And wanting even the skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
And ance she bore a priest ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 
For Sol way fish a feast. 

P^ Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
And the priest he rode her sair : 
And much oppressed and bruised she was ; 
— As priest-rid cattle are, &c. &c. 



My 
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My best compliments to Mrs. Nicol, and ll^ 
tie Neddy, and all the famify. I hope Ned is 
a good scholar, and will come out to gather niits 
and apples with me next harvest. 



No. XLII. 
To Mr. MURDOCH, 

TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON. 

EUisland, July 10, 1790. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I RECEIVED a letter from yoa a long 
time ago, but unfortunately as it was in the time 
of my per^rinations and joumeyirigs through 
Scotland, 1 mislaid or lost it, and by consequence 
your direction along with it. Luckily my good 
star brought me acquainted with Mr. Kennedy^ 
who, I understand, is an acquaintance of yours: 
and by his means and mediation I hope to re- 
place that link which my unfortunate negligence 
had so unluckily broke in the chain of our cor- 
respondence. I was the more vexed at the vile 
accident, as my brother William, a journeyman 
8iuldl^, has been for scHue time iii London ; alid 

wished 
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wished above all things for your direction, that 
he might have paid his respects to his father's 

FRIEND. 

His last address he sent me was, " Wm. 
Bums, at Mr. Barber's, Saddler, No. 181, 
Strand." I writ him by Mr. Kennedy, but 
Delected to asl^ him for your address; so, if 
you find a spare half minute, please let my 
brother know by a card where and when he will 
find you, and the poor fellow will joyfully wait 
on you, as one of the few surviviug friends of 
the man whose name, and Christian name too, 
he has the honor to bear. 

The next letter I write you shall be a long onfe, 
I have much to tell you of " haii^breadth 'scapes 
in th' imminent deadly breach," with all ther 
eventful history of a life, the early years of which ^ 
owed so much to your kind tutorage ; but this, 
at an hour of leisure. My kindest complimeiit» 
to Mrs. Murdoch and family. 

I am ever, my dear Sir, 

Your obliged fnend.* 



* This letter was commtttiicated to the Editor by a gen-' 
deman to whose liberal advice and iofomiatioa he'is mudu 

indebted^ 
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To CRAUFORD TAIT, Esq. Eoinbuboh^ 

\ 

EUUland, Oct. 15, 1790 

■ 

« 

DEAR SlRy 

AxLOW me to introduce to your ac* 
qnaintance the bearer, Mr. Wm. Duncan, a 
friend of mine, whom I have long known and 

long 
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indebted, Mr. John Murdoch, the tator of the poet; ac« 
companied by the fcdlowing intereitii^ noliew 

London, Hart-Street, Bhomsbury, 
QSth Die. 1807. 

DBAR SIB, 

Ths, followiif letter, \fhich I li^ly found aiiiopg> 
my papers, I copy for your perusal, partly because. it it. 
Burns's, partly because it makes honourable mention of 
my rational Christian friend, his £itfaif r ; and likewise be- 
cause it is rather flatteriiq; to myself* I ifkngTui nopno: 
thiiq; so much as an intimacy wi^ good aMi :«^-tbe fttei 
sfajp of odu^ rf4i^ no honour* Whea I cto^ttsct itkn 

pleasure, 



Tl 
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long loved. His fether, whose only son he is^ 
has a decent little property in Ayrshire, and has 
bred the young man to the law, in which depart- 
ment 



pleasure (and I hope benefit,) I received from the conver- 
sation of William Burns, especially when on the Lord's 
day we walked together for about two miles, to Uie house 
of prayer, there publicly to adore and praise the Giver of 
all good, I entertain an ardent hope, that together we shall- 
'^ renew the glorious theme in distant worlds," with powers 
more adequate to the mighty subject, the exuberant 

BENEFICENCE OF THE GREAT CREATOR. But tO Uie 

leiteTi—l^Here foUowB the letter relative to young Wm. 
Bums.'] 

I promised myself a deal of happiness in the conversa- 
tion of my dear young friend; but my promises of this na- 
ture generally prove fallacious. Two visits were the ut- 
most that I received. At one of them, however, he re- 
peated a lesson which I had given him about twenty yeui 
before, when he was a mere child, concerning Uie pity 
and tenderness due to animals. To that lesson, (which it 
seems was brought to the level oi hb capacity,) he de- 
clared himself indebted for almost all the philanthropy he 
possessed. 

Let not parents and teachers imsgine that it is needled' 
to talk seriously to children. They are sooner fit to be 
reasoned with than is generally thought. Strong and in- 
delible impressioiiB are to be made before the mind be 

agitated 
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meDt he comes up an adventurer to your goml 
town. I shc^l give you my friend's character in: 
two words :^ to his head, he has talents enough, 
and more than enough for common life ; as to his 
heart, when nature had kneaded the kindly clay 
that composes it, she said, " I can no more.'' 

You, my good sir, were bom under kinder 
stars; but your fraternal sympathy, 1 wellknowj 
can enter into the feelings of the young man, 
who goes into life with the laudable ambition to 
do something, and to be something among his fel- 
low-creatures ; but whom the consciousness of 
friendless obscurity presses to the earth, and 
wounds to the soul ! 

Even the fairest of his virtues are against him. 
That independent spirit, and that ingenuous mo- 
desty, 

i^tated and ruffled by the nun^rous train of distracting 
cares and unruly passions, whereby it is frequently render-, 
ed almost unsusceptible of the principles and precepts of 
rational religion and sound morality. 

But I find myself digressing again. Poor William! then 
in the bloom and vigour of youth, caught a putrid fever, 
and, in b, few days, as real chief mourner, I followed his 
remains to the land of foi^etfulness. 

JOHN MURDOCH. 
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desty, qualities inseparable from a noble mind, 
are, with the million, circumstances not a little 
disqualifying. What pleasure is in the power 
of the fortunate and the happy, by their notice 
and patronage, to brighten the countenance and 
glad the heart of such depressed youth ! 1 am 
not so angry with mankind for their deaf econo- 
my of the purse: — ^The goods of this world 
cannot be divided without being lessened-^— but 
why be a niggard of that which bestows blis»on 
a fellow-creature, yet takes nothing from our 
own means of enjoyment? We wrap ourselvcis 
up in the cloak of our own better-fortune, and 
turn away our eyes, lest the wants and woes of 
our brother-mortals should disturb the selfish 
apathy of our souls ! 

I am the worst hand in the world at asking a 
favor. That indirect address, that insinuating 
implication, which, without any positive request, 
plainly expresses your wish, is a talent not to be 
acquired at a plough-tail. Tell me then, for you 
can, in what periphrasis of language, in what 
circumvolution of phrase, I shall envelope, yet 
not conceal this plain story. — " My dear Mr. 
Tait, my friend Mr, Duncan, whom I have the 
pleasure of introducing to you, is a young lad 
of your own profession, and a gentleman of much 
modesty, and great worth. Perhaps it may be in 

your 
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your power to assist him in the, to him, impof^ 
tant consideration of getting a place ; but at all 
events, your notice and acquaintance will be a 
very great acquisition to him ; and I dare pledge 
myself that he will never disgrace your feivor." 

You may possibly be surprised. Sir, at such a 
letter from me ; 'tis, I own, in the usual way of 
calculating these matters, more than our ac- 
quaintance entitles me to ; but my answer is 
short : Of all the men at your time of life, whom 
I knew in Edinburgh, you are the most accessi- 
ble on the side on which I have assailed you. 
You are very much altered indeed from what 
you were when I knew you, if generosity point 
the path you will not tread, or humanity call to 
you in vain. . 

As to myself, a being to whose interest I be- 
lieve you are still a well-wisher; I am here, 
breathing at all times, thinking sometimes, and 
rhyming now and then. Every situation has its 
share of the cares and pains of life, and my situ- 
ition I am persuaded has a frill ordinary allow- 
ance of its pleasures and enjoyments. 

My best compliments to your frtther and Miss 
git. If you have an opportunity, please re- 
me in the solemn league and cov^iaot 

I 2 of 
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of friendship to Mi's. Lewis Hay. I am a wretch 
for not writing her ; but I am so hackneyed with 
self-accusation in that way, that my conscience 
lies in my bosom with scarce the sensibility of an 
oyster in its shell. Where is Lady M'Kenzie? 
wherever she is, God bless her ! I likewise b^ 
leave to trotrble you with compliments to Mr. 
Wm. Hamilton; Mrs. Hamilton and family; 
and Mrs. Chalmers, when you are in that coun- 
try. Should you meet with Miss Nimmo, please 
remember me kindly to her. 



No. XLIV. 



To 



DEAJt SIK, 

Whether in the way of my trade, I can 
be of any service to the Rev. Doctor,* is I feai 

very 



4^ Br. M^Gill, of Ayr. The poet givea jibe best illm 
tration of this letter in ooe addressed to Mr. Gralmiii^ 
Dr. Currie's Ed. No. 86. 
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yery doubtful. Ajax's shield consisted, I think, 
of seven bull hides and a plate of brass, which al- 
together set Hector's utmost force at defiance. 
Alas ! I am not a Hector, and the worthy Doc- 
tor's foes are as securely ^rmed as A-jax was. 
Ignorance, superstition, bigotry, stupidity, ma- 
levolence, self-conceit^ envy — all strongly bound 
in a massy frame of brazen impudence. Good 
God, Sir ! to such a shield, humor is the peck 
of a sparrow, and satire the pop-gun of a school- 
boy. Creation-disgracing scelerats such as they, 
God only can mend, and the Devil only can pu- 
nish. In the comprehendmg way of Caligula, I 
wish they had all but one neck. I feel impotent 
as a child to the ardor of my wishes ! O for a 
withering curse to blast the germins of their 
wicked machinations. O for a poisonous Torna- 
do, winged from the Torrid Zone of Tartarus, 
to sweep the spreading crop of their villanou$ 
contrivances to the lowest hell ! 



No. 
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No. XLV. 
To Mb. ALEXANDER DALZIEL,* 

FACTOB^ FINBLATSTON. 

; JEUidand, March 19, 179K 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I HAVE taken the liberty to frank this 
letter to you, as it encloses an idle poem of mine, 
which I seud you; and God knows you may 
perhaps pay dear enough for it if you read it 

through. 

... . • ■ 

* This gentleman, the factor, or steward, of Bums's 
noble friend, ]li0rd Glencairn, with a view to encourage a 
second edition of the poems, laid the volume before his 
lordship, with such an account of the rustic bard's situa- 
tion and prospects as from his slender acquaintance with 
him he could furnish. The result, as communicated to 
Bums by Mr. Dalziel, is highly creditable to the character 
of Lord Glencairn. After reading the book, his lordship 
decrared that its merits greatly exceeded his expectation, 
and he took it with him as a literary curiosity to Edinburgh. 
He repeated his wbhes to be of ^^rvice to Bums, and de- 
sired Mr. Dalziel to inform him, that in patronizing the 
book, ushering it with effect into the world, or treating 

with 



119 



ihraugh. Not that this is my own opinion; 
bnt.an author by the time he has composed 
mid corrected his work, has quite pored away 
ail his. powers of critical discrimination. 

. I can easily guess from my own heart, what 
you have felt on a late most melancholy event. 
<xod knows what I have suffa^d, at the loss of 
my best friend, my first, my dearest patron and 
benefactor ; the man to whom I owe all that I 
am and have! I am gone into mourning for 
him, and with more sincerity of grief than I fear 
some will, who by nature's ties ought to feel on 
the occasion. 

I will be exceedingly obliged to you indeed, 
to let me know the news of the noble family, 
how the poor mother and the two sisters sup- 
port their loss. I had a packet of poetic bagar 
telles ready to send to Lady Betty, when I saw 

the 



with the booksellers, he Mrould most willingly give every 
aid in his power; adding his request, that Bums would 
take the earliest opportunity of letting him know in what 
way or manner he could best further his interests. He 
also expressed a wish to see some of the unpublished ma- 
noscripts, with a view to establislung his character with the 
world. £. 
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the fiital tidings in the newspaper. I see by the 
same channel that the honored remains of my 
noble patron, are designed to be brought to the 
family burial place. Dare I trouble you to let 
me know privately before the day of interment, 
that I may cross the country, and steal among 
the crowd, to pay a tear to the last sight of my 
ever revered bene&ctor ? It will oblige me bftr 
yond expression^ 



No. XLVI. 



Mr. THOMAS SLOAN, 



CARE OF WM. KENNEDY, ESQ. MANCHESTER. 



EUisland, Sept. 1, 1791. 

MY DEAR 3]^0AN, 

StisPENSJe is worse than disappointment, 
for that, reason I hurry to tell yon that I just 

now le^u that Mr. Ballantine does not chuse to 

^ ■ . ... .... ..>. .' 

in|:erfere 
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interfere more in the business. I am truly sorry 
for it, but ciannot help it. 

You blame me for not writing you sooner, 
but you will please to recollect that you omit- 
ted one little necessary piece of information ; — 
your address. 

However, you know equally well, my hur- 
ried life, indolent temper, and strength of atr 
tachment. It must be a longer period than the 
longest life '' in the world's hale and undegene- 
rate days," that will make me forget so dear a 
-^friend as Mr. Sloan. I am prodigal enough at 
times, but I will not part with such a treasure 
as that. 

I can easily enter into the efaJbarras of your 
pres^it situation. You know my favorite quo- 
tation from Youngs 



- — : ^* On Reason build Resolve ! 

'' That column of tnie majesty in man.'' — 

And that other fkyorite otte from Thomson's 
Alfred— 

*' What proves the hero tnily great, 
^* Js, never, neycr to despnir." 

Or, 
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Or, shall I quote you an author of your ac- 
quaintance? 

'' — ^Whether doing, suffering, or forbbabino, 
*^ You may do miracles by — pbrsevbring/' 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few 
friends we have are going on in the old way. 
I sold my crop on this day se'nnight, and sold 
it very well. A guinea an acre, on an. average, 
above value. But such a scene of drunkenness 
was hardly ever seen in this country. After 
the roup was over, about thirty people engaged 
in a battle, every man for his own hand, and 
fought it out for three hours. Nor was the 
scene much better in the house. No fighting, 
indeed, but folks lying drunk on the floor, and 
decanting, until both my dogs got so drunk by 
attending them, that they could not stand. 
You will easily guess how I enjoyed the scene; 
as I was no farther over than you used to see 
me. 

Mrs. B. and family have been in Ayrshire 
these many weeks. 

Farewel ! and God bless you, my dear Friend ! 



No. 
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No. XLVII. 



To FRANCIS GROSE, Esq. F.A.S. 



1792. 



6IR, 



I BELIEVE among all our Scots literati 
you have iiQt met with professor Dugald, Stew- 
art, whO: fills the moral philosophy chair JA the 
University of .Edinbuirgh. ^ To say that- he is a 
man of the first parts, and what is more, a man 
of the first worth, to a gentleman of your gene- 
ral acquaintance, and who so much enjoys the 
luxury of unencumbered fireedom and undis- 
turbed privacy, is nojt perhaps recommendation 
enough : — but when 1 inform you that Mr. Stew- 
art's principal characteristic is your favorite fea- 
ture; that sterling independence of mind, which, 
though every man's right, so few men have the 
courage to claim, and fewer still the magnani- 
mity to support: — When I tell you, that un- 
seduced by splendor, and undisgusted by 
wretchedness, he appreciates the merits of the 
various actors in the great drama of life, merely 

as 



ISft 



ther pofcrot tfaor pans — m Aort, lie is a 
after toot own beart, and I comply widi 
ks earnest request in iettme too know that he 
wishes aho^e all diine» to naeet with joa. His 
house, Catnne. is^ withnt less than a mile of 
Som Casde. winch yon propoised TKhin^ ; or if 
Toa conU transmit hhn the endosied, he wonld 
with the seaiest pkasore. meet yon any where 
in the nesdkhonrhood. I write to Ayrshire to 
iniitm Mr. Stewart that I haTe acquitted my- 
«hr of my pcoaiB&e. Shonld 3ronr time and 
cpinft» peiMit yonr mntia^ wi& Mr. Stewart, 
Ids wdl: a wM, I hope yon will forgire Hm 
Bberty^ and 1 have at kast an oppcHtnnity of 
3nm wiA what traAi and reqiect, 

la^ Sir, 

Toor «rettt admirer. 

And Tcfy humble servant. 



No. 
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No. xLvm. 

to THE SAME. 

Among the mdny witch stories I have 
heard relating to Aloway kirk, I distinctly re- 
member only two or three. 

Upon a stormy night, amid whistling squalls 
of wind, and bitter blasts of hail ; in short, on 
such a night as the devil would chuse to take the 
air in; a farmer or &rmer's servant was plodding 
and plashing homeward vrith his plongh-vons on 
his shoulder, having been getting some repairs 
on them at a neighbouring smithy. His way 
lay by the kirk of Aloway, and being rather on 
the anxious look out in approaching a place so 
well known to be a favorite haunt of the devil 
and the devil's friends and emissaries, he was 
struck aghast by discovering through the horrors 
of the storm and stormy night, a light, which 
on his nearer approach plainly shewed itself to 
proceed from the haunted edifice. Whether he 
had been fortified from above on his devout sup- 
plication, as is customary with people when they 
suspect the immediate presence of Satan; or 
whether, according to another custom, be had 

got 
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got courageously drunk at the smithy, I wilt not 
pretend to determine; but so it was that he ven- 
tured to go up to, nay into the very kirk. As 
good luck would have it his temerity came off 
unpunished. 

« 
The metnbers of the infernal junto were all out 

on some midnight business or other, and he saw 
nothing but a kind of kettle or caldron, depen- 
ding from the roof, over the fire, simmering some 
heads of unchristened children, limbs of executed 
malefstctors, &c. for the business of the night.— 
It was, in for a penny, in for a pound, with the 
honest ploughman : so without ceremony he un- 
hooked the caldron from off the fire, and poui^ 
ing out the damnable ingredients, inverted it on 
his head, and carried it fairly home, where it 
remained long in the family, a living evidence 
of the truth of the story. 

Another story, which I can prove to be equally 
authentic, was as follows: 

On a market day in the town of Ayr, a femief 
fi^)m Carrick, and consequently whose waylay 
by the very gate of Aloway kirk-yard, in ord* 
to cross the river Doon at the old bridge, which 
is about two or three hundred yards farther on 
than the said gate, had been detained by his bu- 
siness, 
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siness, till by the time he reached Aloway it was 
die wizard hour, between night and morning. 

Though he was terrified with a blaze stream- 
ing from the kirk, yet as it is a well-known fact 
that to turn back on these occasions is running 
by far the greatest risk of mischief, he prudently 
advanced on his road. When he had reached 
the gate of the kirk-yard, he was surprised and 
entertained, through the ribs and arches of au 
old gothic window, which still faces the highway, 
to see a dance of witches merrily footing it round 
their old sooty blackguard master, who was keep- 
ing them all alive with the power of his bag<- 
pipe. The farmer stopping his horse to observe 
them a little, could plainly descry the faces of 
many old women of his acquaintance and neigh- 
bourhood. How the gentleman was dressed, tra- 
dition does not say; but the ladies were all in 
thmr smocks: and one of them happening un- 
luckily to have a smock which was considerably 
too short to answer all the purpose of that piece 
of dress, our farmer was so tickled, that he invo- 
luntarily burst out, with a loud laugh, " Weel 
luppen, Maggy wi' the short sarkl" and recol- 
lecting himself, instantly spurred his horse to 
the top of his speed. I need not mention the 
universally known fact, that no diabolical power 
can pursue you beyond the middle of a running 
isitiream. Lucky it was for the poor farmer that 

the 
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the river Doon was so near, for notwithstanding 
the speed of his horse, which was a good one, 
against he reached the middle of the arch of the 
bridge, and consequently the middle of the 
stream, the pursuing, vengeful hags, were so 
close at his heels, that one of them actually- 
sprung to seize him ; but it was too late, nothing, 
was on her side of the stream but the horse's 
tail, which immediately gave way at her in- 
fernal grip, as if blasted by a stroke of light- 
ning; but the farmer was beyond her reach. 
However, the unsightly, tail-less condition q£ 
the vigorous steed was to the last hour of the 
noble creature's life, an awful warning to the 
Carrick farmers, not to stay too late in Ayr 
markets. 

The last relation I shall give, though equally 
true, is not so well identified as the two former^ 
with r^ard to the scene; but as the best autho- 
rities give it for Aloway, I shall relate it. 

On a summer's evem*ng> about the time tibat 
nature puts on her sables to mourn the expiry 
of the cheerful day, a Shepherd boy belonging 
to a farmer in the immediate neighbourhood of 
Aloway Kirk, had just folded his charge, and 
was returning home. As he passed tbe.kirk^ 
in the adjoining field, he fell in with a crew of 
men and women, who were busy pulling stems of 

the 
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the plant Ragwort. He observed that as each 
person pulled a Ragwort, he or she got astride 
of it, and called out, " uphorsie!" on which the 
Ragwort flew off, like Pegasus, through the air 
with its rider. The foolish boy likewise pulled his 
Ragwort, and cried with the rest, " up horsie!" 
and, strange to tell, away he flew with the com- 
pany. The first stage at which the cavalcade 
stopt, was a Merchant's wine cellar in Bour- 
deaux, where, without saying by your leave, they 
quafied away at the best the cellar could afibrd, 
until the mol*ning, foe to the imps and works of 
darkness, threatened to throw light on the mat- 
ter, and frightened them from their carousals. 

: The poor shepherd lad, being equally a 
stranger to the scene and the liquor, heedlessly 
got himself drunk; and when the rest took 
horse, he fell asleep, and was found so next 
day by some of the people belonging to the 
Merchant. Somebody that understood Scotch, 
asking him what he was, he said he was such-a- 
one's herd in . Aloway, and by some means or 
other getting home again, he lived long to tell 
the world the wondrous tale. - 

I am, &c. &e.* 
• • • No. 

♦ This letter was. , copied frou, the Qentura Uteraria, 
^ . " K ■ i786. 
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No. XLIX. 

To R. GRAHAM, Esg. FiKTK AY. 

December, n9t> 

SIR, 

I HAVE been surprised, confounded, and 
distra<itedy by Mr. Mitchel, the collector/ tell- 
ing me that he has received an order from yoiitr 
Board to inquire into my political conduct, and 
blaming me as a person disaffected to Govem- 

meilt. 



1786. It was communicated to the Editor of that vfOfk 
by Mr. Gilchrist of Stamford, with the following remark.^ 
** In a collection of miscellaneous papers of the An- 
tiquary Grose, which I purchased a few years sihce, I 
foutid the following lietter written to him by Bums, wlm 
the former was collecting the Antiquities of Scofdaiid: 
When I premise it was on the second tradition that he tf- 
terwards formed the inimitable tale of ** Tam O'Shanter,'' 
I cannot doubt of its being read with great interest. It 
were '^ burning day-light" to point out to a reader (and 
who is not a reader of Burns ?) the thoughts he afterwards 
transplanted into the rhythniicallDJutative.'' 

O. G. 
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ment. Sir, you are a husband — and a father.— 
You know what you would feel, to see the much- 
loved wife of your bosom, and your helpless, 
prattling little ones, turned adrift into the world, 
degraded and^isgraced from a situation in which 
they had been respectable and respected, and left 
almost without the necessary support of a miser- 
able existence. Alas, Sir ! must I think that such, 
soon, will be my lot! and from the d-mned, dark 
insinuations of hellish groundless envy too ! I 
believe, Sir, I may aver it, and in the sight of 
Omniscience, that I would not tell a deliberate 
falsehood, no, not though even worse horrors, 
if worse can be, than those I have mentioned, 
bung over my head ; and I say, that the allega- 
tion, whatever villain has made it, is a lie ! To 
the Britisji Constitution, on revolution princi- 
ples, next after my God, I am most devoutly at- 
tached ; You, Sir, have been much and generous- 
ly my friend. — Heaven knows how warmly I have 
felt the obligation, and how gratefully 1 have 
thanked you.-^Fortune, Sir, has made you pow- 
oful, and. me impotent ; has given you pati^on-* 
^e, and me dependance. — I would not for my 
WQgle self, call on your humanity ; were such 
aiy ins^ular, unconnected situation, I would de- 
spise the tear that now swells in my eye — I could 
brave misfortune, I could face ruin ; for at the 
worst, ''iDeath's thousand doors stand open;" 

K 2 but, 
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but, good God ! the tender concern^ that I have 
mentioned^ the claims and ties that I see at this 
moment, and feel around me, how they unnerve 
Courage, and wither Resolution ! To your pa- 
tronage, as a man of some genius, you have al- 
lowed me a claim ; and your esteem, as an honest 
man, I know is my due : To these, Sir, permit 
me to appeal ; by these may I adjure you to save 
me from that misery which threatens to over- 
whelm me,, and which, with my latest breath 
1 will say it, I have not deserved. 



No. L. 



To Mr. T. CLARKE, Edinbxjrgh. 



July 16, 17W. 

Mr. Bums begs leave to present his most 
respectful compliments to Mr. Clarke. — Mr. B. 
some time ago did himself the honor of writing 
Mr. C. respecting coming out to the country, to 
give a little musical instruction in a highly re- 
spectable family, where Mr. C. may have his 
own terms, and may be as happy as indolence, 
the Devil, and the gout, will permit him. Mr. 

B. 
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B. knows well how Mr. C. is engaged with 
another family ; but cannot Mr. C. find two or 
three weeks to spare to each of them ? Mr. B. 
is deeply impressed with, and awfully consci- 
ous of, the high importance of Mr. C.'s time, 
whether in the winged moments of symphonious 
exhibition, at the keys of harmony, while listen- 
ing seraphs cease their own less delightful 
strains;— or in the drowsy hours of slumb'rous 
repose, in the arms of his dearly-beloved elbow- 
chair, where the frowsy, but potent power of 
indolence, circumfuses her vapors round, and 
sheds her dews on the head of her darling son. 
— But half a line conveying half a meaning from 
Mr. C. would make Mr. B. the very happiest of 
mortals. 



No. LI. 



To Mrs. DUNLOP. 



Bee. 31, 179«. 

DEAR MADAM, 

A HURRY of business, thrown in heaps 
by my absence, has until now prevented my re- 
turning my grateful acknowledgements to the 

good 
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good femily of Dunlop^ and you in particiilaf^ 
for that hospitable kindness which rendered ^be 
four days I spent under that genisd roof, four of 
the pleasantest I ever enjoyed. — Alas, my dear- 
est friend ! how few and fleeting are those things 
we call pleasures ! on my road to Ayrshire^ Jt 
s^ent a tiight with a friend whom I much ialiied ; 
a mdn whose days promised to be maily ; and oi|( 
Saturday last we laid him in the dust ! 

Jan. i, nso. 
I HAVE just received yours of the SOIh^ 
and feel much for your situation.- However I 
heartily rejoice in your prospect of recovery 
from that vile jaundice. As to mysfel^ I ata bet^ 
ter, though not quite free of my compliintr-^ 
You must not think, as you seem to insinuate, 
that in my way of life I want exercise. Of that 
I have enough ; but occasional hard drinking is 
the devil to me. Against this I have again and 
again bent my resolution, and have greatly suc- 
ceeded. Taverns I have totally abandoned : it 
is the private parties in the ftmily way, among 
the hard drinking gentlemen of this country, 
that do me thfe mischief— but even this, I have 
inore than half given over.* 

Mr. 






* Tbe following extract from a letter mMresefed l>y Mr. 
BbomlSeld to the Earl of Buchafii coBtains so interesling 

an 
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: Mjt. Corbet can be of little service to me at 
present; at least I should be shy of applying. I 
cannot possibly be settled as a supervisor, for se- 
veral years. I must veait the rotation of the 
lisit^i and there are twenty names before mine. — 
I might indeed get a job of officiating, where a 

settled 



MI exhibition of the modesty inherent in real worth, and 
80 philosophical, and at the same time so poetical an es- 
timate of the diffisrent characters and destinies of Bums 
and its author, that I should esteem myself culpable were 
I to withhold it from the public view. E. 

** The illustrious soul that has left amongst us the name 
of Burns, has often been lowered down to a comparison 
with me ; but the comparison exists more in circumstances 
than in essentials. That man stood up with the stamp of 
superior intellect on his brow; a visible greatness: and 
great and patriotic subjects would only have called into 
action the powens of his mind, which lay inactive while 
be played calmly and exquisitely the pastoral pipe. 

The letters to which I have alluded in my preface to 
the '^ Rural Tales/' were friendly warnings^ pointed with im- 
mediate reference to the fate of that extraordinary man. 
'^Remember Bums/' has been the watch-word of my 
friends. I do remember Bums ; but I am not Burns ! nei- 
ther have I his fire to fan or to quench ; nor his passions to 
control ! Where then is my merit if I make a peaceful 

voyage 
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settled supervisor was ill, or aged ; hut that hauls 
me from my family, as I could not remove them 
on such an uncertainty. Besides, some envious, 
malicious devil, has raised a little demur on my 
political principles, and I wish to let that mat- 
ter settle before I offer myself too much in the 
eye of my supervisors. I have set, henceforth, 
a seal on my lips, as to these unlucky politics; 
but to you, I must breathe my sentiments. In 
this, as in every thing else, I shall shew the un- 
disguised emotions of my soul. War I depre- 
cate: misery and ruin to thousands, are in the 
blast that announces the destructive demon. But 

^^C ^^^ ^^* *" 



Tbe remainder of this letter has been torn away by some 

barbarous hand. 

No.' 



voyage op a sn^ooth sea and with no mutiny on board ? To 
a lady (I have it from herself), who remonstrated with him 
on his danger from drink, and the i>ursuits of some of his 
associates, he replied, '^ Madam, they would not thank me 
for my company, if I did not drink with them • — I must 
give them a slice of my constitution.*^ How much to be 
regretted that he did not give them thinner slices of his 
constitution, that it might have lasted longer!" 

London, 180$. 
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No. Lir. 

To PiiTRICK MILLER, Esq. of Dalswinto». 

April, 1793. 
SIR, 

My poems having just come out in an- 
other edition, will you do me the honor to ac- 
cept of a copy? A mark of my gratitude to you, 
as a gentleman to whose goodness T have beeur 
much indebted ; of my respect for you, as a pa- 
triot who, in a venal, sliding age, stands forth 
the champion of the liberties of my country; 
and of my veneration for you, as a man, whose 
benevolence of heart does honor to human na- 
ture. \ 

There was a time, Sir, when I was your de- 
• pendant : this language then would have been like 
the vile incense of flattery — I could not have 
used it. — Now that connexion* is at an end, do 
me the honor to accept of this honest tribute of 
respect from. Sir, 

Your much indebted humble Servant. 

No. 



* Alluding to the time when he held the farm of Ellis- 
land, as tenant to Mr. M. 
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No. LIII. 

Tq JOHN FRANCIS ERSKINE, Ese* o» Mar, 

Dumfries, ISth Jpril, 1793. 
SIR, 

Degenerate as human nature is said 
to be; and in many instances, worthless and 
unprincipled it is ; still there are bright exam-^ 
pies to the contrary : examples that even in the 
eyes of superior beings, must shed a lustre on 
the name of Man. 

Such an example have I now before me, 
when you, Sir, came forward to patronise and 

befriend 

* This gentleman, most obligingly favowed the Editor 
mtb a perfect copy of the original letter, and allowed him 
to lay.it before the public— -It is partly printed in Dr. 
Curriers Edition, 

It will be necessary to state, that in consequence of the 
poet's freedom of remark on public measures, malicioudy 
iQi^represented to the Board of Excise, he was represented as 
actually dismissed from his office. — ^Tl^s report induced Mr. 
Ersldne to propose a 3i|bscripti(^ in bis favor, which was 
refused by the poet with that elevation of sentiment that pe- 
culiarly characterized his mind, and which is so happily dis- 
played in diis letter. See letter. No. 49> in the present vo- 
lume, written by Burns, with even more than his accus- 
tomed pathos and eloquence, in fur^er explanation. E. 
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befriend a distant obscure stranger, merely be- 
cause poverty had made him helpless, and bis 
British hardihood of mind had provoked the ar- 
bitrary wantonness of power. My much es- 
teemed friend, Mr. Riddel of Glenriddel, has 
just read me a paragraph of a letter he had 
from you. Accept, Sir, of the silent throb of 
gratitude; for words would but mock the emo- 
tions of my souU 

yott have been mbinformed as to my final 
dismission from the Excise; I am still in the 
service. — Indeed, but for the exertions of a gen- 
tleman who must be known to you, Mr. Gra- 
ham of Fintray, a gentleman who has ever been 
my warm and generous friend, I had, without so 
much as a hearing, or the slightest previous inti- 
mation, been turned adrift, with my helpless fami- 
ly, to all the horrors of want.— Had I had any 
other resource, probably I might have saved them 
the trouble of a dismission; but the little money 
I gained by my publication, is almost every 
guinea embarked, to save from ruin an only bro* 
ther, who, though one of the worthiest, is by 
no means one of the most fortunate of men. 

In my defence to their accusations, I said, that 
whatever might be my sentiments of republics, 

ancient 
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ancient or modern, as to Britain, I abjured the 
idea? — That a constitution, which, in its ori- 
ginal principles, experience had proved to be 
every way fitted for our happiness in society, it 
would be insanity to sacrifice to an untried vi- 
sionary theory : — ^That, in consideration of my 
being situated in a department, however humble, 
immediately in the hands of people in power, 
I had forborne taking any active part, either 
personally, or as an author, in the present busi- 
ness of REFORM. But that, where I must de- 
clare my sentiments, I would say there existed 
a system of corruption between the executive 
power and the representative part of the l^s- 
lature, which boded no good to our glorious 
CONSTITUTION ; and which every patriotic Briton 
must wish to see amended. — Some such senti- 
ments as these, I stated in a letter to my generous 
patron Mr. Graham, which he laid before the 
Board at large; where, it seems, my last remark 
gave great offence; and one of our supervisors 
general, a Mr. Corbet, was instructed to inquire 
on the spot, and to document me — ** that my 
business was to act, not to think; and that 
whatever might be men or measures, it was for 
me to be silent and obedient."^ 

Mr. Corbet was likewise my steady firiend; so 

between 
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between Mr. Graham and him, I have been part- 
ly forgiven; only I understand that all hopes 
of my getting oflScially forward, are blasted. 

Now, Sir, to the business in which I would 
more immediately interest you. The partiality 
of my COUNTRYMEN has brought me forward as 
a man of genius, and has given me a character to 
support. In the poet I have avowed manly and 
independent* sentiments, which I trust will be 
'found in the man. Reasons of no less "weight 
than the support of a' wife and family, have 
pointed out as the eligible, and situated as I was, 
the only eligible line of life for me, my present 
occupation. Still my honest fame is my dearest 
concern ; and a thousand times have T trembled 
at the idea of those degrading epithets that 
malice or misrepresentation may affix to my 
name. I have often, in blasting anticipation, 
listened to some future hackney scribbler, vnth 
the heavy malice of savage stupidity, exulting in 
his hirelingparagraphs^— ".Burns, notwithstand- 
ing the fanfaronade of independence to be found 
in his works, and after having been held forth to 
public view, and to public estimation as a man of 
some genius, yet, quite destitute of resources 
within himself to support his borrowed dignity, 
he dwindled into a paltry exciseman, and slunk 
out the rest of his insignificant existence in. the 

meanest 
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meanest of pursuits, and among the vilest of 
mankind." 

In your illustrious hands, Sir, permit me to 
lodge my disavowal and defiance of these 
slanderous falsehoods. — Burns was a poor man 
from birth, and an exciseman by necessity : but 
— I will say it ! the sterling of his honest worth, 
no poverty could debase, and his independent 
British mind, oppression might bend, but could 
not snbdue. Have not I, to me, a more pre- 
cious stake in my CoHntry's welfetre, than the 
richest dukedom in it ? — J have a large family of 
children, and the prospect of many more. I 
;have three sons, who, I see already, have 
.brought into the world souls ill qualified to inha- 
J)it the bodies of slaves. — Can I look tamely 
on, and see any machination to wrest from tbem 
the birthright of my boy s,^the little mdependent 
^BRITONS, in- whose vdns runs my own blood ? — 
,No ! I will not ! should my heart's blood stream 
-around my ^attempt to defend it ! 

iDoesaoy man tell me, that my full effortig can 
^i.ofi no service ; land that it does not belong 
^4o Biy humble^station to meddle with the concern 
,of laMnation ? 

Icaat^vhim, that it is-o^ such individuals .as 

I, that 
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I, ihat a nation has to rest, both for the hand of 
support, and the eye of intelHgence. The unin- 
form'd MOB may swell a nation's bulk ; and the 
titled, tinsel, courtly throng, may be its feathered 
ornament ; but the number of those who are ele- 
vated enough in life to reason and to reflect; 
yet low enough to keep clear of the venal 
contagion of a court ! — these are a nation's 
strength. 

I know not how to apologize for the imperti- 
nent length of this epistle.; but one small request 
I must ask of you farther — ^When you have ho- 
nored this letter with a perusal, please to com- 
mit it to the flames. Burns, in whose behalf 
you have so generously interested yourself, I 
have here, in his native colors drawn as he is; 
but should any of the people in whose hands is 
the very bread he eats, get the least knowledge 
of the picture, it would ruin the poor bard Jar 
ever! 

My poetns^ having just come out in another 
■^ition,r beg- leave to present you with a copy, 
as a small mark of that high esteem and ar- 
dent gratitude, with which I have the honor 
to be. 

Sir, 
Your deeply indebted. 

And ever devojtad humble servant. 

No. 
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No. LIV. 



To Mr. ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Jpril 26, 179S. 

I AM d-mnably out of humour, my 
dear Ainslie, and that is the reason, why I take 
up the pen to you : 'tis the nearest way (proba- 
turn est)j to recover my spirits again. 

I received your last, and was much entertained 
with it ; but I will not at this time, nor at any 
other time, answer it. — Answer a letter ? I never 
could answer a letter in my life ! — I have written 
many a letter in return for letters I have received ; 
but then — they were original matter — spurt- 
away ! zig, here ; zag, there ; as if the Devil that, 
my Grannie (an old woman indeed) often told 
me, rode in vdll-'o-wisp, or, in her more classic 
phrase, Spunkie, were looking over my elbow. 
— Happy thought that idea has engendered 
in my head! Spunkie — thou shalt henceforth 
be my symbol, signature, and tutelary genius ! 
Like thee, hap-step-and-lowp, here-awa-there- 
awa, higglety-pigglety, pell-mell, hither-and-yon, 

ram-stam, 
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fam-stam, happy-go-lucky, up tail6-a*by-the 
light-o'the moon ; has been, is, and shall be, my 
progress through the Mosses and Moors of this 
Tile, bleak, barren wilderness of a life of ours. 

Come then, my guardian spirit! like thee, 
may 1 skip away, amusing myself by and at my 
ewn light: and if any opaque-souled lubber of 
mauktnd complain that my elfine, lambent, 
glimmerous wanderings have misled his stupid 
«tq>s over precipices, or into bogs; let the 
thick-headed Blunderbuss recollect, that he is 
«ot Spun&ie : — that 

Spunkie'-s wandeiings could not copied be; 
I ^mid these perils aooe durst walic but he.-'— 



I have no doubt but scholarcraft may be caught 
ms a Scotsman catches the itch, — by friction. 
flow else can you account for it, that bom 
blockheads, by mere dint of handling books, 
grow so wise that even they themselves are 
equally convinced of and surprised at their own 
parts ? I once carried this philosophy to that 
degree that in a knot of country folks who had 
a library amongst them, and who, to the honor 
of their good sense, made me factotum in the 
business; one of our members, a little, wise* 

L looking, 
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looking, squat, upright, jabbering body of a 
tailor, I advised him, instead of turning over 
the leaves, to bind the book on his back, — ^Johnie 
took the hint ; and as our meetings were every 
fourth Saturday, and Pricklouse having a good 
Scots mile to vralk in coming, and, of course, 
another in returning. Bodkin was sure to lay 
his hands on some heavy quarto, or ponderous 
folio, with, and under which, wrapt up in his grey 
plaid, he grew wise, as he grew weary, all the 
way home. He carried this so &r, that an old 
musty Hebrew concordance, which we had in 
a present from a neighbouring priest, by mere 
dint of applying it, as doctors do a blistering 
plaster, between his shoulders. Stitch, in a 
dozen pilgrimages, acquired as much rational 
theology as the said priest had done by forty 
years' perusal of the pages. 



Tell me, and tell me truly, what you 
of this theory. 

Yours, 

SPUNKIE. 



N( 
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No. LV. 



To Miss K- 



IffADAM, 

Permit me to present you with the en- 
closed song as a small though grateful tribute 
for .the honor of your acquaintance^ I have, in 
these verses, attempted some faint sketches of 
your portrait in the unembellished simple man- 
ner of descriptive truth. — Flattery, I leave to 
your LOVERS, whose exaggerating fancies may 
Qia^e them imagin^^ you still nearer perfection 
than you really are. 

Poets, Madam, of all mankind, feel most 
forcibly the powers of beauty ; as, if they are 
really poets of nature's making, their feelings 
must be finer, and their taste more delicate than 
most of the world, in the cheerful bloom of 
SPRING, or the pensive mildness of autumn ; 
the grandeur of summer, or the hoary majesty 
of WINTER ; the poet feels a charm unknown to 
the rest of his species. £ven the sight of a fine 

I- 2 flower. 
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flower, or the company of a fine woman (by far 
the finest part of God's works below), have sen- 
sations for the poetic heart that the herd of man 
are strangers to. — On this last account, Madam, 
I am, as in many other things, indebted to Mr. 
Hamilton's kindness in introducing me to you. 
Your lovers may view you with a wish, I look 
on you with pleasure ; their hearts, in your pre- 
sence, may glow with desire, mine ris^is with 
admiration. 

That the arrows of misfortune, however they 
should, as incident to humanity, glance a slight 
wound, may never reach your heart — that fte 
snares of villany may never beset you in the 
road of life — ^that innocence may hand you by 
the path of honor to the dwelling of peace, is 
the sincere wish of him who has the honor t« 
be, &c. 



( 
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No. LVI. 

to LADY GLENCAIRN. 

MY LADY, 

The honor you have done your poor- 
poet, in ifTriting him so very obliging a letter^ 
and the pleasure the enclosed beautiful verses 
have given him, came very seasonably to his aid 
amid the cheerless gloom and sinking despon- 
dency of diseased nerves and December weather. 
As to forgetting the family of Glencairn, Hea- 
ten is my witness with what smcerity I could 
lise those old versus which please me more in 
their rade^implicity tiian the most elegant lines 
I ever saw. 

If thee, Jerusalem, I forget. 
Skill part from my right hand. 

My tongue to my mouth's roof let cleave, 

If I do thee forget, 
Jerusalem, and thee above 

My chief joy do not set — 

When I am tempted to do any thing improper, 
I dsure not, because I look cm myself as account- 
able 
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able to yoar ladyship ami family. Now and 
then when T have the honor to be called to the 
tables of the great, if I happen to meet with any 
mortification from the stately stupidity of self- 
sufficient squires, or the luxurious insolence of 
upstart nabobs, I get above the creatures by 
calling to remembrance that I am patronised by 
the Noble House of Glencaim ; and at gala- 
times, such as New-year's' day, a christening, 
or the Kim-night, when my punch-bowl is 
brought from its dusty corner and filled up in 
honor of the occasion, I b^n with, — The 
Countess of Glencaim ! My good woman, with 
the enthusiasm of a grateful heart, next cries. 
My Liordf and so the toast goes on until 1 end 
with LiOdy Harriefs little angel! whose epi- 
thalamium I have pledged myself to write. 

When I received your ladyship's letter, I was 
just in the act of transcribing for you some 
verses I have lately composed ; and meant to 
have sent them my first leisure hour, and ac* 
quainted you with my late change of life. I men- 
tioned to my lord, my fears concerning my farm. 
Those fears were indeed too true ; it is a bar- 
gain would have ruined me but for the lucky cir- 
cumstance of my having an excise commission. 

People may talk as they please, of the igno- 
miny 
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nainy.of the excise;. 501. a year will support ray 
wife and children, and keep me independent of 
the world; and I would much rather have it 
said that my profession borrowed credit from 
me, than that I borrowed credit from my pro- 
fession. Another advantage 1 have in this busi- 
ness, is the knowledge it gives me of the various 
shades of human character, consequently assist- 
ing me vastly in my poetic pursuits. I had the 
most ardent enthusiasm for the muses when no- 
body knew me, but myself, and that ardor is by 
no means cooled now that my lord Glencaim's 
goodness has introduced me to all the world. 
Not that 1 am in haste for the press. I have 
no idea of publishing, else I certainly had con- 
sulted my noble generous patron ; but after act- 
ing the part of an honest man, and supporting 
my family, my whole wishes and views are di- 
rected to poetic pursuits. I am aware that 
though T were to give performances to the world 
superior to my former works, still if they were 
of the same kind with those, the comparative re- 
ception they would meet with would mortify me. 
I have turned my thoughts on the drama. I do 
not mean the stately buskin of the tragic muse. 

- » # . # * 

Does not your ladyship think that an Edin- 
burgh theatre would be more amused with affec- 
tation, folly and whim of true Scotish growth, 

than 
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than mannars which by far the greatest part 
the audience can only know at second hand ? 

I have the honor to be 

Your ladyship's ever devoted 

And grateful humble servant* 



No. LVII. 
To THE EARL OF BUCHAI^, 

WITH A €0?Y OF ^^ BRUCS's ADDRESS TO Rl» 
TROOPS AT BANNOCKBURN." 

Dumfries, I2th Jan. 1794. 

MY LORD, 

Will your lordship allow me to]present 
you with the enclosed little composition of mine, 
as a small tribute of gratitude for that acquaintr 
ance with which you have been pleased to honor 
me. Independait of my enthusiasm as a Scots- 
man, I have rarely met with any thing in his- 
tory which interests my feelings as a man, equal 
>ivith the story of Bannockburn; On the one 
hand, a cruel but able usurper, leading on the 

finest 
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finest army in Europe to extinguish the iMt 
spark of freedom among a gi^eatly-dariog, and 
greatly-injured people ; on the other hand, the 
desperate reJics of a gallant nation, devotiiig 
themselves to rescue their bleeding country, w 
perish with her. 

Liberty ! thou art a prize truly, and indeed 
invaluable! — for never canst thou be too dearly 
bought ! 

[ have the honor to be^ &c. 



No. LVIII. 



To THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN: 



MY LORD, 

Wn^N you cast your eye on the name 
at the bottom of this letter, and on the title-page 
of the book I do myself the honor to send your 
lordship^ a more pleasurable feeling than my var 
nity tells me, that it must be a name not entirely 

unknown 
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unknown to you. The generous patronage of 
your late illustrious brother found me in the 
lowest obscurity: he introduced my rustic muse 
to the partiality of my country; and to him I 
owe all. My sense of his goodness, and the 
anguish of my soul at losing my truly noble 
protector and friend, I have endeavoured to ex- 
press in a poem to his memory, which I have 
now published. This edition is just from the 
press ; and in my gratitude to the dead, and 
my respect for the living (£aime belies you, my 
lord, if you possess not the same dignity of 
man, which was your noble brother's charac- 
teristic feature), I had destined a copy for the 
Earl of Glencaim. I learnt just now that you 
are in town .-—allow me to present it you. 

I know, my lord, such is the vile, venal con- 
tagion which pervades the world of letters, that 
professions of respect from an author, particu- 
larly from a poet, to a lord, are more than sus- 
picious. I claim my by-past conduct, and my 
feelings at this moment, as exceptions to the too 
just conclusion. Exalted as are the honors of 
your lordship's name, and unnoted as is the 
obscurity of mine ; with the uprightness of an 
honest man, I come before your lordship, with 
an offering, however humble, 'tis all 1 hav«.to 
give, of my grateful respect; and to b^ of yoa, 

my 
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my lord, — 'tis all I have to ask of you/ that you 
will do me the honor to accept of it. 

I have the honor to be, &c.* 



No. LIX. 



To Dr. ANDERSON. 

SIR, 

I AM much indebted to my worthy 
friend Dr. Blacklock for introducing me to a 
gentleman of Dr. Anderson's celebrity; but 
when you do me the honor to ask my assist- 
ance in your proposed publication, Alas, Sir! 
you might as well think to cheapen a little ho- 
nesty at the sign of an Advocate's wig, or humi- 
lity under the Geneva band. I am a miserable 
hurried devil,' worn to the marrow in the friction 
of holding the noses of the poor publicans to 

the 



* The original letter is ia the possession of the Honor- 
able Mrs. Holland, of Poynings. From a memorandom 
on the back of the letter, it appears to have been written 
in May, 1794. / 
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the grindstone of Excise! and like Milton's 
Satan, for private reasons, am forced 

" To do what yet tho' damvUd I would abhor ;" 
—and except a couplet or two of honest exe- 
cration »*»**** 



No. LX. 



To Mrs. DUNLOP. 



Cazth Douglas, 9,5th June, 1794. 

Here in a solitary inn, in a solitary vil- 
lage, am I set by my^^eli^ to amuse my brooding 
fency as I may. — Solitary confinement, you 
know, is Howard's &,vorite idea of reclaiming 
sinners ; so let me consider by what fatality it 
happens that I have so long been exceeding sin- 
ful as to neglect the correspondence of the most 
val ued fiiend I have on earth. To tell you that 
I have been in poor health will not be excuse 
enough, though it is true. I am airaid I am 
about to suffer for the follies of my youth. My 
medical friends threaten me with a flying gout ; 
but I trust they are mistaken. 

lam 
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i am just going to trouble your critical pati- 
ence "v^ith the first sketch of a stanza I have been 
iraming as I pac^ along the road. The subject 
is LIBERTY : You know, my honored friend, how 
dear the theme is to me. I design it an irr^ular 
Ode for General Washington's birth-day. After 
having mentioned the degeneracy of other king- 
doms [ come to Scotland thus : 

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 
Thee^ £uned for martial deed and sacred song, 

To thee I turn with swimmii^ eyes ; 
Where is that soul of freedom fled ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath that hallowed turf where Wallace 
lies ! 
H/em k utd, Wallace, in thy bed of death i 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ye the hero's sleep, 
Nor give the coward secret breath. — 

Is this the power in freedom's war 

That wont to bid the battle rs^e ? 
Behold that eye which shot immortal hs^te, 

Crushing the despot's proudest bearing,.^ 
That arm which, nerved with thundering fate. 

Braved usurpation's boldest daring ! 
One quenched in darkness like the sinking star. 
And one the palsied arm of tpttenng, ppwerless 
age^ 

You 
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Yoa will probably have another scrawl from 
me in a stage or two. 



No. LXl. 
To Mr. JAMES JOHNSON. 

MY DEAR Friend, 

You should have heard from me long 
ago ; but over and above some vexatious share 
in the pecuniary losses of these accursed times, 
I have all this winter been plagued with low 
spirits and blue devils, so that I have almost hung^ 
wjf harp on the willow trees. 

I am just now busy correcting a new edition 
of my poems, and this, with my ordinary busi- 
ness, finds me in full employment.'^ 

I send you by my friend Mr. Wallace forty- 
one songs for your fifth volume ; if we cannot 
finish it any other way, what would you think of 
Scots words to some beautiful Irish airs ? In the 

mean 

* Buras's anxiety with regard to the correctness of his 
tnitings was very great. Being questioned as to his mods 
of composition, he replied, '' All my poefiy is the effecl 
of easy composition, but of laborious correction.^ 
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mean time, at your leisure, give a copy of the 
Museum to my worthy friend Mr. Peter Hill, 
Bookseller, to bind for me, interleaved with 
blank leaves, exactly as he did the Laird of Glen- 
riddel's,* that I may insert every anecdote 1 can 
learn, together wi;th my own criticisms and re- 
marks on the songs. A copy of this kind I shall 
leave with you, the editor, to publish at some 
after period, by way of making the Museum a 
book famous to the end of time, and you re- 
nowned for ever. 

1 jbave got an Highland Dirk, for which I 
have great veneration ; as it once was the dirk 
of Lord J^almerino. It fell into bad hands, who 
stripped it of the silver mounting, as well as the 
knife and fork. I have some thoughts of send- 
ing it to your care, to get it mounted anew. 

Thank you for the copies of my Volunteer 
Ballad. — Our friend Clarke has done indeed 
well ! 'ti$ chaste and beautiful. I have not met 
with any thipg that has pleased me so much. 
You know I am no Connoisseur : but that I auf 
an Amateur — will be allowed me. 

No. 



* This is the manuscript book containing the remarks on 
Scottish songs and ballads, presented to the pubIiC| with 
considerable additions, in thb volume. 
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No. LXJI. 
To Miss FONTENELLE, 

ACCOMPANYING A PSOLOOUE TO BB SPOKEN. rOR 

HER BENEFIT. 

MAPAM, 

In such a bad world as ours, tkose who 
add to the scanty sum of our pleasures, are po- 
sitiy^y our ben^actors. To you, Madam, on 
our humble Dumfries boards, I have heesk more 
indebted for entertainment than ever I was in 
proud^ theatres. Your charms as a w0iiiaa 
would ensure applause to the most indifTerent 
actress^ and your theatrical talents would ensure 
admiration to the plainest figure. This, Madam, 
is not the unmeaning, or insidious compliment 
of the frivolous or interested ; I pay it fro» tiie 
same honest impulse that the sublime of nature 
excites my admiration, or her beauties give VM 
delight. 

Will the foregoing lines be of any service to 
you on your approaching benefit night ? If they 
will, I shall be piroud^ of my muse than ever. 
Tlieyase nearly extempore : I know they have no 

great 



l^reat nierit : but though they should add 1)ut 
jiittle to the entertainment of the evening, i;hey 
^giye me the happiness of an opportunity to der 
clare how much J b*ve the honor to be, &c. 



No. Lxm. 

To PETER MILLER, Jun. Esq.* op Dal- 

SWINTON. 

Dumfries, rTov. 1794. 

DEAR SIR, 

f 

Your offer is indeed truly generous, 
.and most sincerely do I thank you for it ; but in 

my present situation, I find that I dare not accept 
it. You well know my political sentiments ; an^ 

were I an insular individual, unconnected with 
,a wife an4 a family of children, with the mo^t 
./i^rvid enthusiasm I would have volunteered my 
.^services : 1 then could and would have despised 

all consequences that might have ensued. 

My 

t 
* . - ' f 

. Z*^ In a coDveraatioB widi his frifend Mr. Perry, ' (t^e 
prppiietpr of " 7!M.^^>'"^PS Cbfouicle/') Mr^ Miller 
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My prospect in the Excise is something; ajt 
least, it is, encumbered as 1 am with the wel^rOi, 
the viery existence, of near half-a-scoi« of helpi- 
less ihdividuds^ what I dire not spoilt With. 

In the mean time, they are most welcome to 
my Ode ; only, let them insert it as a thing they 
have met with by accident and unknown to me. 
— Nay, if Mr. Perry, whose honor, after your 
character of him I cannot doubt; if he will 
give me an address and channel by which any 
thing will come safe from those spies with which 
he may be certain that his correspondence is be- 
set, I will now and then send him any bagatelle 
that t may write. In the present hurry of flu- 
rope, nothing but news and politics will be re- 
garded ; but against the days of peace, which 

Heav^ 

represented to that gentleman the insufficiency of Burns's 
salary to answer the imperious demands of a numerons 
ftmily. In their sympathy for his misfortunes, and m 
their regret that his talents were nearly lo8t< to the w^irldof 
. letl^rsi these gentlemen agreed on < the pluo of settKiigJiim 
in London. 

To accomplish this most desirable object, Mr* Perry, 
very spiritedly, made the Poet a handsome offer of an an- 
Bual stipend for the exercise of his talents iii his newspaper. 
Bums's reaafons for refitsiBg this offet* are stated itiflii pie* 
tent letter. B. 
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ileaVen seud soon, my little assistance may per- 
baps fill up an idle column of d Newspaper. I 
ktve long had it in my head to try my hand im 
the way of little prose essays, which I propose 
flimding into the world through the medium 
of some Newspaper ; and should these be worth 
his while, to these Mr. Perry shall be welcome; 
and ftU my reward shall be, his treating me with 
hia paper, which, by the bye; to any body who 
has the least relish for wit, is a high treat 
indeedi. 

With the most grateful esteem, I am ever. 

Dear Sir, &c. 



No. LXIV. 

T^ GAVIN HAMILTON, Es«r* 

Dumfries. 

M¥ DEAR SIR, 

I- I ' 

T is'indeed With the highest satis&iction 

that I congratulate you on the return of " days 

of ease, and nights of pleasure," after the hqr- 

rid. hours of misery, in which 1 saw you suf- 

feciQ9:^:existeBCi&: wh^ I. was lleusit in Ayr- 

M 2 shire. 
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shire. L seldom pray for any body. 
5^* baith aeaa^eer, iaiid wretched ill o't." 



" rrii 

But 

»iost fervently do I beseech the great Director of 
this world, that you may live long and be hap- 
py, but that you may live no longer than while 
you are happy. It is needless for me to advise 
you to have a reverend care of your health. 1 
know you will make it a point never; at onetime, 
to drink more than a pint of wine; (I mean an 
English pint,) and that you will never be witness 
to more than one bowl of punch at a time ; and 
that cold drams you will never more taste. I am 
well convinced too, that after drinking, perhaps 
boiling punch, you will never mount your horse 
and gallop home in a chill, late hour. — Above all 
things, as I understand you are now in habits of 
intimacy with that Boanerges of gospel powers, 
Father Auld^ be earnest with him that he will 

wrestle 



^» | ■ * ■ ■' ' ^' I ! ■ > I ■ ■■ 11 "h ■ i ll ^i^^^mm^mm^^ 



* Tkt Rev. Wm. Auld, the then Mimster of Mauchline. 
This man was of a morose and malicious dispo^on ; 
he had quarrelled with Mr. Gavin HamiltX)n'8 father, 
and sought every occasion of revenging himself ODrtbe aon. 
Burns dearly loved Gavin Hamilton, and could not view 
this conduct "with indi£Fereiice: Ibesides. Father Aidd inliis 
Teligious tenets ^wm higlily ' caliinistic, deaUng damnatiba 
^mind him^th fio li^ariig hftuidl;/ Be4(fa8d8<^ ihipcl^tiiiovis 
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Hvfestle in prayer for you, that you may see the 
vanity of vanities in trustittjf- to^' ^t^^Htxi prac- 
tising the carnal moral works of charity ^ kunuxr 
fUttfy generosity^ and forgiveness ; things which 

you 

ftnd blotted io the extreme : — ^Excellent marks for the 
poet I The f olio wii^ specimens of Father Auld will shew 
hia desire to provoke and irritate Mr. Hamilton^ and are ^ 
^ull display of the liberality of his sentiments in matters of 
religion. 

He unwarrantably refused to christen Mr. Hamilton's 
child for the following reasons: — that Mr. Hamilton rode 
on Sundays — ^that he had ordered a person to dig a few po- 
tatoes in his garden on the Sabbath-day, (for which he was 
cited before the Kirk !) He also charged him with dining 
in a public house on a King's fast day, with two gentle- 
men, and that they were even heard to whistle and sing 
after dinner. — Moreover, which was the heaviest and most 
awful charge of all — ^he, Mr. Auld, heard Gavin Hamil- 
ton say, " D-mn it/' in his own presence ! 
* • • • . ^ 

AH this idle and vexatious folly tended, as might be ex-" 
pected, to alienate the mind of Mr. Hamilton both from 
the parson and his pulpit. Father Auld and his adherents 
charged him widi neglect of religion, and disrespect for its 
professors. The poet took his friend and patron's part, 
and repelled the attack by extolling Mr. Hamilton's eleva- 
tion of sentiment, his readiness to forgive injuries, and, 
above all, his universal active benevolence. These excel- 
lent qualities 'Bums exposed to die fierceness, fanaticism, 

and 
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you practised so flagrantly, that it was evid^it 
you delighted in them ; n^lecting, or perbiips^ 
pisQfiuiely despising the wholesome doctrine of 
^< Faith without works, tlie only ipiehor of sal- 
Fatiou." 

A hymn of thanksgiving would, in my opi- 
nion, be highly becoming from you at present; 
and in my zeal for your well-being, I earnestly 
press it on you to be diligent in chanting ovet 
the two enclosed pieces of sacred poesy. My 
best coinpliments to Mrs. Hamilton and Miss 
Kennedy. 

Yours in the L d. 

No. 



v , 



and monkish gloom of this class of priefits. His senti- 
ments on the subject are given in thb letter with infinite 
address, and in a strain of sly, covert bomour, that he has 
9ddom sorpasattd. He is equally sly, but more cgqplidt 
iq his poetical dedication pf his works to Gavao Haroiltoni 
T-rIn a copy, in the poet's v^rr^ting, that I have seeo, the 
^ircumntanpe of lading pp tt^. Sf4>batf|Hiay is dius veatlj id* 
trodmced. 



cr^lfoiil^.'* 

E. 
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No. LXV. 

Tp Mr. SAMUEL CLARKE, jun. Dumvriki. 

Sunday Morning. 

D£AR SIR, 

I WAS, I kiK)Wp drunk last night, but J 
am sober this morning. From the exprei^^ions 
Capt made use of to me, had I had no- 
body's welfare to care for but my own, we should 
certainly have come, according to the manners 
of the world, to the necessity of murdering on*f 
anotber about the business. The words were 
such as, generally, I believe, er d in a brace of 
pistols ; but I am still pleased to think that I 
did not ruin the peace and welfare of a wife and 
a family of childrw in a drunken squabble^r 
Farth^ you know that the report of certsim 
political opinions being mine, has already once 
before brought me to the brink of destruction. 
I dread lest last night^s business may be misi 
represented in the isatne way.- — Y6u, 1 beg, will 
take (iare to prevent it. I tax your wish for 
Mr. Burns's welfere with ihe task of waiting as 
soon as possible, oh every gentleman who was 
present, and state this to him, and, as you please^ 
shew him this letter. What, after all, was th^ 
obnoxious toast? May our succi^ss in the pre^ 

sent 
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sent war be " equal to the justice of our cause." 
— A toast that the most Outrageous frenzy of 
loyalty cannot object to. I request and beg 
that tbiG^ morniilg you wilt wait on the parties 
present at the foolish dispute. I shall only add, 
that 1 am truly sorry that a man who stood so 

high in my estimation as Mr. , should use 

m6 in the manner in which I conceive he has 
done.* 

4 

No. 

* * ' ' " ' ' ' « 1 I I I I I ■ ■ M I I I » IB 

: * At this period of our Poet's life, when j^litical aoi«» 
jDOsity was made the ground of private quarrel, the follow-^ 
log foolish verses were sent as an attack on Burns and his 
friends for their political opinions* They were written by 
some member of a club styling themselves the Loyal 
tfatives of Dumfries^ or rather by the united genius of 
that club^ which was more distbgiiished for drunken loyalty, 
than either foi* respectability or poetical talent/ The versei^ 
were handed over the table 16 Burns at a convivial meet^ 
ing^ and he instantly indorsed the subjoined reply. 

The Loyal Natives* Verserf. 
Ye sons of sedition, give ear to my song, 
Lfet Symei Burns> and Maxwell, pervade every throng^ 
With, Craken the attorney, and Mundell the quack,^ 
Send Willie the moi^er to hell with a smack, 

jBtini^— extempore. 
Ye true " Loyal Natlve6/^ attend to niy song, 
In uproar and riot rejoice the night long; 
^rom enty s^nd hatred your eorps is e:itempt; 
Hvtt where id your shield front ^<larls dfcot^en^f 
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No. LXVI. 

To Me. ALEXANDER FINDLATER, 

SUPERVISOR OF EXCISE^ DUMFRIES. 
SIR, 

fjNCLOSED are the two schemes. I would 
not have troubled you with the collector's one, 
but for suspicion lest it be not right. Mr. £rs- 
Jcine protaised me to make it rights if you will 
liave the goodness to show him how. As I have 
no copy of the scheme for myself, and the altera- 
tions being very considerable from what it was 
formerly, I hope that I shall have access to this 
scheme I send you, when I come to face up my 
new books. So much for schemes. — And that no 
scheme to betray a friend, or mislead a stran^ 
GER ; to seduce a young girl, or rob a jHEjf^ 
jkqost; to subvert liberty^ or bribe an ex- 
ciseman ; to disturb the general ass^mblV, 
ibr annoy a oossipping ; to overthrow the 
credit of orthodoxy, or the authority of Old 
songs; to oppose your tvisheSy or frustrate my 
hopes — MAY prosper — is the sincere wish and 
j)rayer of 

ROBT, BURNS. 



No. 
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No. LXVII. 



TO THE 
OF THE MORNING CHRONICLE.* 

JDumfriet. 

GENTLEMEN, . 

You wiH see by your su^iiircfribffis' Hi 
<bat I have now been about nine mootliis one *of 
Ihat nrnnber. 

I am 



* This letter owes its origin to the following circuniT 
stance. A neighbour of the Poet^s at Dumfries^ calleil on 
Um and complained that he was greatly disappointed in the 
inr^nlar delivery of the Paper of The Morning Chronicte. 
-Bums aisdeedy ^' Why do not yon write to the Editors ''(xf the 
Ps|ier r Good God, Sir, oan / presume to write to dio 
learned Editors of a Newqpaper i — ^Wdl, if you are afraid 
of writing to the Editors of a Newspaper, I am not ; and 
if you think proper, I'll draw up a sketch of a letter, which 
you may copy. 

Bums tore a leaf from his excise book, and instantly int>» 
duced die ricetch which I have transcribed, and which 
is here printed. The poor man thanked him, and took the 

letter 
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I am 4Sorry to iBfoirm you, that in that time, 
seven or eight of your pap^s either have never 
been sent me, or else have never ^reached me. 
To be deprived of any one number of the first 
iMtvri^aper in Great Buttain.for information, 
i^ility andandependence^ is what! can ill biook 
9Cid bear ; but to be deprivedrof iliat most ad^ 
mirable oration of the Marquis of Lansdowne, 
virhen he made the great, though ineffectual at- 
tempt, (in the language of the poet, I fear too 
true,) " to save a sinking state" — this was a 
loss which I neither can, nor wrill ftirgive you.— 
That paper. Gentlemen, never reached me ; but 
I demand it of you. I am a briton ; and»aurt 
be interested in the cause of liberty : — I am 
a man; and the rights of human nature 
cannot be indiffer^it to me. However, do not 
let me mislead you : I am not a man in that 
situation of life, which, as your subscriber, can 
be of any consequence to you, ip the eyes of 
those to whom situation of life alone is the 

criterion 



letter home. However, that caution which the watchful^ 
ness of his enemies had taught him to exercise, prompted 
him to the prudence of begging a friend to wait on the 
person for whom it was written, and request the favor ta 
have it returned. This request was complied with, and the 
paper never appeared in print. £• 



criterioa of man^^ — 1 am but a plain tradesmttn, 
in this distant, obscure country town : but that 
humble domicile in which I shelter my wife 
and children, is the castellum of a bru^ok ; 
imd that scanty, hard-earned income which 
supports them, is as truly my property, as the 
most magnificent fortune, of the most puissamt 

MEMBER of your HOUSE of NOBLES. 

These, Gentlemen, are my sentiments; and 
to them 1 subscribe my name : and were I a 
man of ability and consequence enough to ad- 
llress the PtBLic, with that name should they 
appear. 

I am, &c. 



No. 
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No. LXVUl. 



To<:;OL.W.i)UNBA». 



I AM not gone to Elysium, most noble 

Colonel, but am still here in this sublunary 

irorld, serving my God by propagating bSs image, 

and honoring my king by begetting him loyal 

iBiibjects. Many happy returns of the season 

-await my friend ! May the thorns of care never 

beset his path ! May peace be an inmate of his 

bosom, and rapture a frequent visitor of his soul! 

May the blood-hounds of misfortune never trace 

his steps, nor the screech^wl of sorrow alarm 

his dwelling! May enjoyment tell thy hours, and 

pleasure number thy days, thOu friend of the 

^^ardl Blessed be he that blesseth thee, and 

: cursed be he that cur^eth thee! 



; ^ . -'. :> No. 
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No. LXIX. 
To Mb. HERON, of Hbbon. 

1794, or 1795. 

SIR, 

« 

I £Ncxo8£ y<m 8ome*^copies of a coiqde 
of political ballads ; one of whioh, IbeUo^e, you 
have never seen. Would to Heaten I cbiild 
make you master of as many votes m the Stevr- 
artry. But— 

'^ Who 6&BS tke^tilmoel^tiiat lie caie^ 
^ Ddte well, acts nobly, aageU^^ouldrao worck'' 

In ' ord^' tO' bring my ImmUe i^Sfortar^ to/beor 
with more eflfect'on the foe, I> have privatdy 
printed a good many copies of both ballaid% and 
have sent them among friends all about the 
country. 

To pillory on Parnassus the rank reproba- 
tion of character, the utter dereliction of all 
principle, in a profligate junto which has not 
only outraged virtue, but violated common 

decency ; 
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decency ; which, spuming-even hypocrisy as pat 
try iniquity below their daring; — to unmask their 
illigitiousness to the broadest day — ^to deliver 
such over ta their merited fate, is surely not 
merely iiiftocent, but laudable ; is not only pro- 
priety, but virtue. — You have already, as your 
auxiliary, the sober detestation of mankind on 
the heads of your opponents ; and I swear by 
the lyre of Thalia to muster on your «ide all 
the votaries of honest laughter, and fair, candid 
ridicule! 

1 am extremely obliged to you for your kind 
mention of my interests in a letter which Mr. 
Syme shewed me. At present my situation in 
life muiri; be in a great measure stationary, at least 
fbr two or three years. The statement is this-** 
I' am on the supervisors' list, and as we come on 
there by precedency, in two or three years I 
shall be at the head of that list, and be appointed 
of course. Then^ a friend might be of ser- 
vice to me in getting me into a place of the king- 
dom which I would like. A supervisor's income 
varies from about a hundred and twenty, to two 
hundred a year ; but the business is an incessant 
drudgery, and would be nearly a complete bar to 
every species of literary pursuit. The moment 
I am appointed supervisor, in the common rou- 
tine, I may be nominated on the collector's list ; 

and 
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jand this is always a business purely of political 
patronage. A coUectorship varies much, from 
better than two hundred a year to near a thou- 
sand. They also come forward Ijy precedency 
on the list ; and have, besides a hsyndsome io- 
come^ a life of complete leisure. A -life of lite- 
rary leisure with a decent competence, is the 
summit of my wishes. It would be the prudish 
affectation of silly pride in me to say that I do 
not need, or would not be indebted to a political 
friend ; at the same time, Sir, I by no means \^j 
my affairs before you thus, to hook my depend- 
ant situation on your benevolence. I^ in my 
progress of life, an opening should occur where 
the good offices of a gentleman of your .public 
character and political consequence might brii^ 
_me forward, I shall petition your goodness.wii^ 
the same frankness-as I now do myself the honpr 
to subscribe myself, &c.* 



Np. 



♦ Part of this letter appears in Dr. Curriers e3. vol.' li. 

p. 430. 
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No. LXX. 

Address of the Scots Distiller« 

TO . 

THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM PITT. 

> i t . . . 

While ptirsy bufgesses Crowd your 
gate^ sweating under the weight of heavy ad- ^ 
dresses, permit us, the quondam distillers in 
that part of Great Britain called Scotland, to 
approach you, not with venal approbation, but 
with fraternal condolence; not as what you are 
just now, or for some time have been;* but as 
what, in all probability, you will shortly be.— 
We shall have the merit of not deserting our 
friends in the day of their calamity, and you 
will have the satisfaction of perusing at least one 
honest address. You are well acquainted with 
the dissection of human nature; nor do you need 
the assistance of a fellow-creature's bosom to in- 
form you, that man is always a selfish, often a 
perfidious being.— This assertion, however the 
hasty conclusions of superficial observation may 

N doubt 
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doubt of it, or the raw inexperience of youth 
may deny it, those who make the fatal expe- 
riment we have done, will feel. — You are a 
statesman, and consequently are not ignorant of 
the traffic of these corporation compliments. — 
The little great oian yrko driven th« ]^«r»p^ to 
market, and the very great man who buys the 
borough in that market, they two do the whole 
business; and you well know, ^^ey, likewise, 
have their price. — ^With that sullen disdain 
which you can so well assume, rise^ illisstrious 
Sir, and spurn these hireling efforts of renal 
9itupidi^y<^ At be»t they a^e jt^ cc^pl^ents of 
a man's Irieifd^ <w ^^ mormng pf h^ ejfWfi^m 
They taJfe ^ decef^^^^w^l; fesi^ you to jffm 
£^e; and hurry away frpm y^w: %pp^<^^mg 

If fame «ay tjrue, apd PWP^ ^ »^ ^9TJ ffiwift 
mistakeif, you are about to scM^e ypnr ^t ^^jq() 
tl^|; world where tl^ i;u» pf gla4|i/^s gikjfjs ^ 
patjis of pro^roijs i^pn: permit i^, firesrt Sift 
w|^ the sympathy of fellownfed^jag ^ ^^iJ^yiQW 
pfu^age to the r^li¥)*s pf r^iiq. 

Whether %e se^ttmq^t IH^co^ Sfq^ t]bs i|«jl» 
fii^^e^s or cowar4ipe of n^q^d i$ ^innit^jf^VAtl 
but'to ppipt out to ^ child of ihj^IMhwI Ij^ 

degree 
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dilgree of pomtiiee eDjaynkeat In this light, Sir, 
Mar ^wofal may be again nsefdl to you: — 
I%MWgh not exacdy in the same way, it is not 
perhaps the first timeit hasgratified yoor feelings. 
It js4:f iie» (the triumph of ypar evfl star is exceed* 
iQgf y despitefiil. — ^At an age when others are the 
fioAaries oi pleasure, or underlings in business, 
yott had attained the highest wish of a British 
$tfttewtttt; and with the ordinary date of human 
life, wjuit a prospecd; was before you! Deeply 
roioted in Rojfol Favor ^ you oy4ershadowed tiie 
fandL The biisds of passage, which follow 
ministerial sunslune liirough every clime of 
political £siith and manners, flocked to your 
branches; and Am beasts of the field (the lordly 
possessors of hills smd valleys), crowded under 
yow shade. ^^ But behold a watcher, a holy one 
iimm down firom heaven, smd cried aloud, and 
said thus: Hew do^i^'n the tree, and cut ofi^ his^ 
bnnches; shake off his leaves, and scatty his 
fimit; tet the beasts get away from under it, and 
the fowls from his branches !" A blow from an 
untiiongklH^f %uart^, one of those terrible^ acci^ 
doils winch pecnliariy mark the ham] of Omni- 
pflrtenoe, overset your career, and laid all your 
fancifid honon in tiie dust. But turn your eyes, 
Sor, to tiift tra^ scenes of oar &te. — ^An anci^rt- 
nation thai tar many ages had gallantly main- 
tailed the unequial straggle for independence 
a^Dlkhei) anicli nm? pon^^rtfal neightK^nr, at last 

n2 agrees 



agrees io a unioA which should ever after make 
them one people. In consideration of oertaia 
circumstances, it was covenanted that the former 
should enjoy a stipulated alleviation in her share 
of tlie public burdens, particularly in that branch 
of the revenue called the Excise, This ju^t 
privil^e has of late given great umbrage tosome^ 
interested, powerful individuals x>f the Inore 
potent part of the empire, and they have spared 
no wicked pains, under insidious prd:exte,.ig^ 
subvert what they dared not openly to attack, 
from the dread which they yet entertained of the 
spirit of their ancient enemies. 

In this conspiracy we fell; nor did we alone 
suffer, our country was deeply wounded. A 
laumber of (we will say) respectable indivi'. 
duals, largely engaged in trade, where we w«re^ 
not only useful but absolutely necessary to our 
country in her dearest interests; we, with all that 
was near and dear to us, were -sacrificed with^ 
out remorse, to the infernal deity of political ex- 
pediency ! We fell to gratify the wishes jpf dark 
envy, and the views of unprincipled ambition I^^ 
Your foesy Sir, were avowed; were too brave to. 
take an ungenerous advantage; jrow fell in the< 
face of day. — On the contrary^ our enemied, to 
complete pur overthrow, contrived to knake their^ 
guilt appear the ^villany of a nation. — ^Your- 
downfal oply drags with you your private friends^ 

and 
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«d parti«™: In „„ mUery are ™or« or les. 
myolved the most numerous and most valuable 
part of the community — all those who immedi- 
ately depend on the cultivation of the soil, 
from the landlord of a province, down to bis 
lowest hind. 

Allow us, Sir, yet farther, just to bint at an- 
other rich vein of comfort in the dreary regions 
of adversity ; — the gratulations of an approving 
Yx)n9cieBce» In ja certain great assembly, of 
wMch you are a distinguished member, panegy- 
rics on your private virtue^ have so often 
l¥Ounded your delicacy, that we shall not distress 
you with anything on the subject There is, 
iiowerer, one pfirt of your public conduct which 
our feelings w}ll not permit us to pass in silence; 
04ir' gratitude must trespass on your modesty; 
we mean, worthy Sir, your whole behaviour to 
the Scots Distillers. — In evil hours, when ob- 
Imsiv^ recollection presses bitteorly on the sense^ 
let that, Sir, conie like ^ bealing angel, and speak 
the -peace to yovr soul which the world c^n 
lieitii^r give nor take aw^^y. 

We have th^ honor to be, 
Sir, 
Your sympathizing fellow-sufferers. 
And grateful humble Servants, 

John Barleycorn — Fraeses, 
'^■f Wo, 



)«& 



No. LXXt 

To THE Hon. the PROVOST, BAII4IS) ai»i» 
TOWN COUNCIL of Dumfries. 

Gentlemen, 

The litef&py «Mte and BIberal fl^ph^ ef 
your good tow& baa so dJbfy filled tlne 1^CM» di0^ 
partoiettts of your iokoolt^, Mi M iMke if ct Vi^ 
great object for d p»eBt to hme kis>€^iM^ett 
edu<$ated iu them. SNiH, to tti^ ^ atMngM^, tl^ 
mf large &uiily, attd veiy stfttitiddlMmad, td^giM 
my ywiug o&es^ Aaf edutatacm t vrisri^ at Hm 
bigfa^ 9ebool-4ses whiiek a stHiMgi$f^p«3«, will bmt 
luuftd ttpM^ me. 



S^iM ydars ag^ y #«f]^ g<R>^ td^n^ diift Me ftie 
MomNr ef Hialiitig m& atf boti6#»y ]luig««M».-^ 
Will yMi allow me ttf r«q«t)Bst iStat tbiis riiark of 
distinction may extetid so fin^, asr td^j^mt'^Aie Ott 
tbe footing of a rtol fre<^tfau of the Wwn^ in the 
schools? 



If 



If you are so very kind as to grant my re- 
quest>* it will certainly be a constant incentive 
to me to strain ev€i»y wfef^e inhere I can officially 
serve you ; and will, if possible, increase that 
grat^l teip^t #i% y^fiMi I hi^e tke h6nor 
to be, 

Getttlemen, 

Your devoted humble Servant. 



No. 



* migUtptM wan ]Uiia6dfat»ly conpli^ with. 

I am bapp]^ to kava m opportunity of mepUoniogy with 
great respect, Mr. James Gray. At die time of the Poet'ei 
death, this Gentleman was Rector oF the Grammar School 
of Dumfries, and lis now one of ifie Masters of the fiigh 
School of Edinborgh. He has uniformly exerted himself 
in the most benevolent manner, in the education and welfiu^ 
of the Poet's sons. E» 
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4 

To M». JAMES JOHNSON, Eoihjbukch, 

Dumfries, July 4, 1796. 

Ilow ai*e you, my dear friend, and how 
c^opies on your fifth volume ? You may pror 
bably think that for some time past I have 
n^Iected you and your work; but, alas! the 
hand of paid, ^nd sorrow, and care, has these 
many months lain heavy on me ! Personal and 

domestic affliction have almost ' entirely ba- 

■ • . . ... . _ . . 

nished that alacrity and life with which I used 
to woo the rural muse of Scotia. . 






You are a good, worthy, honest fellow, and 
have a good right to live in this world — because 
you deserve it. Many a merry meeting thisf 
publication has givei^ us, and possibly it may 
give us mpre^ though, alas! I fear it. This pror 
tracting, slow, consuming illness which hangs 
over me, will, I doubt much, my ever dear friend, 
arrest my sun before he has well reached his 
iniddle career, and will turn over the Poet to far 

p,thef 
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adier and more important concerns than study^ 
ing the brilliancy of wit, or the pathos of senti- 
ment! However, hope is the cordial of the 
human heart, and I endeavour to cherish it as 
well as I can. 

Let me hear from you as soon as convenient. 
—Your work is a great one ; and now that it 
is near finished, I see, if we were to begin again^ 
two or three things that might be mende^; yet 
I will venture to prophesy,, thfit to future ages 
your publication will be the text-book JwA 
standard of Scottish song and music. 

I am ashamed to ask another favor of you, 
^^ecause you have been so very good already ; 
but my wife has a very particular friend of hers, 
a young lady who sings well, to whom she 
wishes to present the Scots Musical Mttseum."^ 

If 

* In this humble and delicate manner did poor Bums 
^9k for a copy of a work of which he was principally the 
founder, and to which he had contributed, gratuitomly, not 
^ess than 184 original, altered, and collected songs! Hie 
flditor has seen 180 transcribed by his own hand, for the 
Museum. 

This Letter was written on the 4th of July, — the Poet 
^ifi4 op the 21st Nq otlier letters of this interesting 

period 



If yott hhvt h BfHite c^fpy, nill you be/ #» ot^g- 
in^ a» to s^id it liy the very first Fl^, a» I atta 
anxidtls fo lifijtte it sood.^ 

r 

Yours ever, 

ROBERT BURNS. 



r 



pmcfi h9iv€ been dis66ver6d, itCepi 0116 adcb"^^^ <6' Mn. 
tyanlopy of the ll2lh of Jdy, whicfr Br. Cofii^ vitf pf6* 
p<^ fliii^IXMes <Q be tkle fan f>tiodileCidiif of ftie dj4h^ 
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STRICTURES 



ON 



jSCOTTISH SONGS AND BALLADS, 



ANCIENT AND MODERN; 



WITH 



AN£CIX)TES OF THEIR AUTHORS. 



l i Ji ' i i a i^. 



^ Hiere lieeds Ha' be so great a i^hmM 
Wi' (imgiiig duH kidiankpfSy 
I wad iia gi'e our akp Str alllip^s 

For half ahundred^a^ce o' em : 
They're doun and dowie at the best, 
Dbuff ddd dowie, douff and' dowie; 
They're douff and dowie at the best, 

Wi' a' their variorum : 
They're douff and dowie at the best, 
Their Allegros, and a' the rest, 
They cannot please a Scottish taste. 

Compared wi' TuUochgorum." 

Rev. John Skinner^ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

!%« chief part of the following Remarks on Scottish 
So9^ and Ballads exist in the hand-ioriting of Robert 
BuRNSy in an interleaved Copy, in 4 Volumes, Octaoo, 
of "Johnson's Scots Musical Museum/' They 
were written by the Poet for Captain Riddel, of 
Glbnriddjsl, whose jitttograph the Volumes bear. 
These valuable Volumes were left by Mrs. Riddel^ 
to her Niece, Miss Eliza Batlby, of Manchester^ 
by whose kindness the Editor is enabled to give to the 
Public transcripts of this amusing and miscellaneous 
Collection. 
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ALl^HABETICAL LIST OF THE SONGS INTftODUOlBil 
IN THE FOLLOWING REMABKS. 



A Mother's Lament ----«..... S0$ 

A Rose-bud by my early Walk --.--- 258 

A Southland Jenny ----.'..-.'. £go 

A waukrife Minnie - - - - -~- -- -- 280 

Absence ------------- 257 

Ah ! the poor Shepherd's mournful fate - - - - 25S 

Allan Water ---------.-. 217 

As I cam down by yon castle wall ----.. 29S 

Auld langsyne - - - - ----- . « « 2841 

Auld Rob- Morris ----- --- - - - -- 259 

Aold Robin Gray - <- - - --. -i. ^ 273 

Bess the Gawkie - ---.--..*- 195 

Beware o' bonie Ann ----•--.. 266 

Bide ye yet ------------ 251 

Blink o'er the Bum, sweet Bettie - f- - • « . 222 

Blythe was she -------..... 254 

Bob o' Dumblane ---------- 305 

Ca' the Ewes to the Knowes - - ----- - 277 

Cauld Kail in Aberdeen ----.-^- 247 

Cease, cease, my dear friend, to explore * - . 273 
Qout the Caldron ..--.---^-]99 
Com Rigs are bonie ----------231 

Cragie-bura Wood - - -- - - - - •- 284 

Cromlet's lilt ----.---.--. 22& 

Daintie Davie ----------. 304 

Donald and Flora ---------- 273 

Down the bum, Davie ------- -^ 222 

Dumbarton Drums ---------- 246 

Duncan Grey ------ --.^•- 246 

Pppie M*Nabb ----^- 3OO 

Fairest of the fair -«*..---««'<. 209 

Fife, and a' the Lands about it . - - . ^ « 239 

For 
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F#r a' (thai aiMl a' tbftt ?-• W9 

For lake of Gold 248 

Fffae the Friends, and Land I love «... - 286 

Pjre gae rub her o'er wF Strae ------- 202 

jGalloway Tarn ---• .- 29^ 

PUl Morice --- -^-•*6i 

Go to the £we-bt]^ts, Marion ...... 229 

Gramachree ------ --p^--- 219 

Here's a health to my true Jove - . . . . .. , ^ g4g 

HjS stole my tender heart away • - ^ * • ^ -^ fiOg 

Hflgr tutti taiti ^4^ 

Highland Laddie -.--.-.^«^.^ ggf 

Bnghie GU*aham -------...« £g|r 

I do confess thou art sae fair ---.... ^g/g 

I dream'd I lay where flowers were springing - - 242 

I ittd a Horse and I had nae mair - . . . . . £jgr 

ItovemyJean -----.-.--. §73 

Vti never leave thee --...-... £50 

£01 o'er young to marry yet ------ - 235 

It 10 na^ Jean, tby bonie face ------- ggo 

I |ivish my love were in a Mire ---.-.-217 

•fapiie come try ma----- -->...- 272 

IwiieGay -------.-. gQ^i 

Jad^ie's gray breeks -----.*:... qQ§ 

lolMiieCope ---------^.. q^^ 

Johnie Faa, or, the Gypsie Laddie - - - - . %t^ 

4#)ip Hay's bonie Lassie -------- ££3 

JqjIlP o' Badenyond -------... q^q 



2W 

BMt wad let me foe ---------- 252 

Laddie lie near me------.-.. 263 

Laader Haugfas and Yarrow -*-. - ^ . . £§^ 

I^vis Gordon ------- ^ - . , £9(^ 

Iiood Ronald4ny>Son ---««.... ^gg. 

*^ Mary's 
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Pag* 

Mwy's Dream ----------- 2l6 

14^ Scott, the flower of Yarrow .,*.«.« 220 
M«gr Eve, or Kate of Aberdeen - • - - - - 212 

Mm Mill, O 244 

My ain kind dearie, 0-------»- 220 

My bonie Mary --------*-• 27 1 

Mcpherson's farewel - --- •- - - - 235 

My Dearie, if thou die 228 

Mydear Jockie -- ----202 

My Harry was a gallant gay ------- 264 

My Heart's in tlie Highlands ------- 276 

My Jo, Janet -236 

My Tocher's the Jewel - --^----*291 
A^ing on the roaring Ocean - - ^^ - * - - ;254 

Nancy's Ghost 260 

O were I on Parnassus' Hill ----- ^ - 274 

0*er the Moor amang the Heather «.*--- 296 

Oh, ono Chrio ----------^ 230 

Oh^ open the door. Lord Gregory * " - - - . 196 

Polwarth on the Green -----»•«•• 234 

Rattlin', roarin' WilKe .--- 259 

Baving Winds around her blowing «.---.- 250 
Boslin Castle 197 

Sae merry as we twa hae been ----*.. 224 

Saw ye Johnnie cummin ? quo' she ----- 193 

Saw ye my Peggy ?- 200 

She rose and let me in -------- - 228 

Since robb'd of all that charm'd my views - - - 251 

Strathallan's Lament --------.. 239 

Strephon and Lydia --------.. 234 

Tdk your auld Cloak about ye------- 250 

Tarry woo ----1.------.- 2I8 

The banks of the Tweed ..--.-..196 
banks of the Devpp - • -..,-• 243 

The 
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"Hie banks of Forth --.----.-. S2$ 

beds of sweet Roses --.-.-.- 197 

birks of Aberfetdy ------.... £37 

black E^le .-----.-___ 372 

blaithrieo't ---.-..--.._ 210 

blithsome bridal ----.-... iges 

bonie banks of Ajrr --.--.__ 279 

bonie bnicket lassie --■._-.-_ £24 

booie lass made the bed to me - - - - - 8d6 

bonie wee Thing -...-_,._. 303 

bridal o't --.---..___ 277 

bnes o' Ballochmyle ----..._ S77 

bush aboon Traquair -.-...._ 825 

captive Ribband ----._.-_ 274 

collier's bonie Lassie ----~~~. 219 

day returtn, my bosom burns - . - . . sgg 

ewie wi' the crooked Horn ---... 234 

flowers of Edinburgh •■---.-_ 2OI 

jpberluiizie Man --■•-.._._ 270 

gardener wi' his Paidle - - . ^ - - - 268 

gentle Swain --------,. 209 

happy Marriage -■.■.-■..__,_ 20S 

highland Character •----._. 265 

highland Lassie, O -----.... 237 

highland Queen •--... --._ |qj 

lass of Liviston ---.---___ 204 

.lass of Peaty's Mill .-.-.-_. 205 

last time I cam o'er the Moor - - - _ - 2OI. 

buy Mist --..--.-.__ 278 

maid that tends the Goats ---■-. 217; 

mucking of Geordie's Bysr -----. 231 

posie 214 

rantin Dog the Daddie o't --..-_ 278 

shepherd's preference - --'-■.■_ _ _ 279 

soger Laddie -•---.-___ 294 

taibr fell thro' the Bed, Ihimble an' a* - - - 265 
The 
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Vtt 

The tears I shed must ever fUl ------- 302 

tears of Scotland 241 

tither mom ----------- 303 

turnimspike ----------- 206 

young Man's Dream -------^ 239 

Then Guidwife count the lawin ------Sgi 

Hiere'll never be peace 'till Jamie comes haiDe - - S92 

There's a Youth in this City - - 274 

There's nae luck about the House - - - - - - 217 

TTiia is no mine ain House -------- 267 

ITiou art gane awa ------- ..- goa 

'Bbbie Dunbar --.-- 262 

TUbie I bae seen the Day - . - 260 

Todauntoame. .--.------h 955 

To the Rose-bid - - - - «98. 

To'tfae Weavers gin ye go -..-.--- 233 

TofflenHame -- -_.- 277. 

Ttanent Muir • >• - - - - • - - - - 232 

Tullochgorum ....-----.- 281 

Tune your Fiddles --- 260 

Tweediidi- - - - - 213 

Up and warn a' Willie 257 

Up in the Morning earl; --_.--.- 240 

Waly, Waly 245 

Waukin o' the Fauld - .--■-.--- 232 

We ran, and Uiey ran -------.- 245 

Were na my Heart iif^t I wad die - ... - 239 

Wha is that at my Bower Door 7 - . - - - - 301 

What will I do gin my Ht^e die ? ----- 241 

Wben I upon thy bosom lean ------- 263 

Where brani% ><%? Winter's Storms . - - . 259 

Where wad bonie Annie lie f ------- 995 

VTiIUe brew'd a peck o' Maut - ■^ 283 

Ye Gods, was Strephon's picture blest - - - - 251 

Yon wild mossy Mountains -------- 298 

Young Damon --------- --25 1 
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Jn the changes of language thest Songs may net 
dotibt suffer charge; but the associated strain of Senti- 
ment and of Music mil perhaps survive, while the dear 
siream sweeps down the Vale of Yarrow; or the 
yellow broom waves on the Cowden Knowbs/' 

Dr. Currie. 
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STRICTURES, &c. 



The Highland Queen. 



. 1 



. The Highland Queen, music and poetry, vfw 
composed by a Mr. M*Vicarj purser of the SoF- 
bay man of war. — ^This I had from Dr. Blacks 
lock. 



JBess the Gawhie. 



This song shews that the Scottish Muses did 
not all leave us when we lost Ramsay and Os- 
wald,* as I have good reason to believe that the 

verses 



* Oswald was a muuc-seller in London, about the year 
1750. He published a large collection of Scottish tunes, 
which he called the Cajedonian Pocket Companion. Mr. 
Tytler observes, that his genius in composition, joined to 
hb taste in the performance of Scottish music, wasinaturai 
and pathetici^ Ritson. 

O 2 
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verses and music are both posterior to the days 
of these two gentlemen.^ — It is a beautiful song» 
and in the genuii^e Scots taste. A^e have few 
pastoral compositions, I mean the pastoral of 
nature^ that are equal to this. 



OA, open the DooVj Lord Gregory. 

It is somewhat singular, that in Lanark, Ren- 
frew, Ayr, Wigton, Kirkcudbright, and Dum- 
fries-^tfaires, there is scarcely an old song or tune 
which, from the title, &c., can be guessed to be- 
long to, or be the production of these countries. 
This, I conjecture, is one of thjBse very few; 
as the ballad, which is a long one, is called both 
by tradition and in printed collections, " The 
Lass o' Lochroyan," which I take to be Loch* 
royan, in Galloway. 



The Banks of the Tweed. 

This song is one of the many attempts that 
English composers have made to imitate the 
Scottish manner, and which I shall, in these* 
strictures, beg Jeave to distinguish by the appel- 
lation of Anglo-Scottish productions. The mu- 
sic is pretty good, but the, verses are just above 
contempt 

The 
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The Beds of sweet Roses. 

This song, as fai* as I know, for the first time 
appears here in print.— When I was a boy, it was 
/y^y popular sVng in Ayrshire, li^mmberto 
have heard those fanatics, the Buchanites,"* sing 
some of their nonsensical rhymes, which they 
dignify with the name of hymns, to this air.f 



Roslin Castle. 



These beautiful verses were the production of 
a Richard Hewit,;]: a young man that Dr. Black- 
lock, 



* A set of itinerant fanatics in the West of Scotland^ so 
denominated from their leader, Mrs. Buchan. / 

r 

*(' Sbakspeare in his Winter's Tale, speaks of a Puritan 
^)io, ^t <*f^ fsahm. to homp^ftu*^ 



$ i 



. :{: Ridiard Hewit^ Ritson observes, was taken when a 
bojy dariti|; the residence of Dr. Blaeklock in Cumber* 
land^ to lead him.«-*He addressed a copy of verses to the 

Doctor 
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lock, to whom I am indebted for the anecdote, 
kept for some years as an amanuensis. I do not 
know who is the author of the second song to 
the tune. Tytler, in his amusing history of 
Scots music, gives the air to Oswald ; but in Os- 
wald's own collection of Scots tunes, where he 
affixes an asterisk to those he himself composed, 
he does hot ndake the least claim to the tune. 



Saw ye Johnnie cummin ? quo' she. 

This song for genuine humor in the verses, 
and lively originality in the air, is unparalleled. 
1 take it to be very old. 



ClouP 



Doctor on quitting his service. — Among the verses are the 
following lines : 

'^ How oft these plains Fve thoughtless prest ; 
*^ Whistled or sung some Fair distrest, ' 
'^ When fate would steal a tear.'' 

** Alluding," as it said in a note, '^ to a sort df nihrati^ 
songs, which make no inconsiderable part of the innocent 
amusements with which the country people passiihe Mrintry 
nights, and of which the imhor of die pl-^B^tl^ii^ waa 4 
faithfidtehetoiw." <' ^ * mI 

' ^ ' BlacklocKs Poems, 1756. 8vo. p. J. 
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Clout fhe Caldron. 

A TRADITION is mentioned in «the Bee^ that 
the second Bishop Chisholm, of Dunblane, used- 
to say, that if he were going to be hanged,, no- 
thing would soothe his mind so much by the 
way, as to h&dLX Clout the Caldron played. 

I have met with another tradition, that the 
old song to this tune 

" Hae ye ony pots or pans, 
^* Or onie broken chanlers,'* 

was composed on one of the Kenmure family, in 
the Cavalier times; and alluded to an amour he 
had, while under hiding, in the disguise of an 
itinerant tinker. The air is also known by the 
name of 

^^ The Blacksmith and his Apron," 

which from the rhythm, seems to have been a 
line of some old song to the tune. 



Saw 



CDO 



Sfiw jfe my Peggff, 

• ■ < . . 

This charming song is much older, and in. 
deed raperioi* to Bamaay's verseg, " Tjie Toa^t,'' 
im he calls them. There is another $et of the 
wordib, much older atill, and which I tfe^ke to be 
Ae original one, but though it has a very great 
deal of merit, it ie not (juil^e ladies' r^diiig. 

The original words, for they can scarcdy be 
called verses, seem to be as follows ; a song fa^ 
miliar from the cradle to every Scottish ear. 

Saw ye my Maggie, 
Saw ye my Maggie, 
Saw ye, ^y Maggie 
Lini^ihVer the lea? 

High kilted was she. 
High kilted was she, 
High kilted was she, 

Her coat abooqi her kniee. 

What mark has yoOr Maggia, 
Whatsmri^ has your Maggie, 
What mark has your Maggie 

That ane may keu her be? (by) 

Though 



Hioiigh it by no means follows that the bU* 
li^^st verses to an air must, for that reason, beithe 
iOi%inal song; yet I take this ballad, of which I 
have quoted part,^ to be the old verses. The t;wo 
songs in Ramsay, one of them evidently bis own^ 
ure never to be met with in die fireside circle of 
our peasantry ; while that which I take to be the 
4;^ld song, is in every shepherd's mouth. Ramsay, 
I suppose, had thought the old verses unworthy 
pf a place in his collection, 



J^Ae Flowery of Edinburgh, 

■* ■ • 

This song is one of the many effusions of 
(Scots Jacobitism. — The title, " Flowers of £din« 
burgh," has no manner of ccmnexion with the 
present verses, so I suspect there has been an 
older set of words^ of which the title is all that 
remains, 

■ ■ , • . • ■ ■ ■' * 

By the bye, it is singular enough that the 
Scottish Muses were all Jacobites. — I have paid 
more attention to every deisNcription of Scots 
songs than perhaps any body living has done, 
and I do not recollect one single staOi^la, or even 
the title mi the most trifling Scots air» which has 
the least paa^yrical referenee.to the families of 
Nassau or Brunswick ; while there are hundreds 

satirizing 
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satirizmg them. — ^This may be thought no paAi»> 
gyric on the Scots Poets, but I meau it as such.. 
For myself, I would always take it as a complk 
ment to have it said, that my heart ran before my^ 
heady — and surely the gallant though unfortunate, 
house of Stewart, the kings of our fathers for so. 
many heroic ages, is a theme * * * * 

« # 4( # 



Jamie Gay. 



Jamie Gay is another and a tolerable Anglo- 
Scottish piece. 



My Dear JockU. 



Another Anglo-Scottish production. 



Fye^ gae ruh her o'er wi Strae. 

It is self-evident that the first four lines of this 
song are part of a song more ancient than Ramr 
say's beautiful verses whicH are annexed to.them. 
As muisic is the language, of nature; and poetry, 

particularly 
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particularly songs, are always less or more lo- 
calized (if I may be allowed the verb) by some 
of the modifications of time and place, this is 
the reason why so many of our Scots airs have 
outlived their original, and perhaps many subse* 
quent sets of verses ; except a single name, or 
phrase, or sometimes one or two lines, simply to 
distinguish the tunes by. 

To this day among people who know nothing 
of Ramsay's verses, the following is the song, 
and all the song that ever I heard :— 

Gin ye meet a bonie lassie, 
Gie her a kiss and let her gae; 

But gin ye meet a dirty hizzie, 
•Pye, gae rub her o'er wi' strae. 

Fyc> gae rub her, rub her, rub her, 
•Py^j gae rub her o'er wi' strae: 

An' gin ye meet a dirty hizzie, 
Fy^> gae rub her o'er wi' strae. 



Tht 
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The Lmss o' JLiviston. 

The old song, in three dght line stanzas, is 
well known, and has merit as to wit and bu- 
tnor; but it is rather unfit for insertion.r-^]^t 
begins, 

The bonie lass o' Liviston, 

Her name ye ken, her name ye ken, 
And she has written in her contract. 

To lie her lane, to lie her lane. 

&c. &c. 



.>■ m m , ■*■>■ ^ 



The last Time I came o'er the Moor. 

Rams AT found the first line of this song, which 
had been preserved as the title of the charming 
air, and then composed the rest of the verses to 
suit that line. This has always a finer effect 
than composing English words, or words with 
an idea foreign to the spirit of the old title- 
Where old titles of songs convey any idea at 
bU> it will generally be found to be quite in tbe 
spirit of the air. 



Jackie's 
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Jdckie's Gray JBreeks^ 

Though this has certainly every evidence of 
being a Scottish air, . yet there is a well-kooifa 
tune and song in the North of Ireland, cajQed, 
The Weaver and his Shuttle O, which thjOilg^ 
sung much quicker, i's every note the very 
tune. 



a .} 



The Happy Marriage. 



Another, but very pretty, An^o-Scottish 
piece. 



The Lass of Peaty' s Mill. 

In Sinclair's Statistical Account of^ Scotland, 
this song is localized (a verb I must use for want 
of anotiber to express my idea) somewhere in the 
north of Scotland, and likevnse is claimed by 
Ayrshire.— The following anecdote I. had .from 
the present Sir William Cunningbamof RobearU 
lisMidi wbp had it from tb@ last Joha EarlofXou* 
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don. — ^The then Earl of London, and £3ither to 
Earl John before mentioned, had Ramsay at 
London, and one day walking together by the 
banks of Inrine water, near New-Mills, at a 
place yet called Peaty's Mill, they were stmck 
with the appearance of a beantiful country girl. 
His lordship observed that she wonld be a fine 
theme for a soi^. — Allan lagged behind in re- 
turning to Loudon Castle, and at dinner pro- 
duced this identical song.* 



The Tumimspike. 

There is a stanza of this excellent song for 
local humor, omitted in this set, — where I have 
placed the asterisms.f 

They tak the horse then by te head. 
And tere tey mak her stan', man; 

Me tell tem, me hae seen te day, 
Tey no had sic comman', mail; 



HigUmd 



* Tbif anecdote ii aomewhat differeDlIy told in Dr. 
Cuffrie'f ed# toL \i. No. 19« 



f Barm tm placed die atCerisma beCwe^ tbe 9lh and 
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JRighktnd Laddie. 

« 

As this was a favorite theme with our later 
Scottish musesy there are several airs and songs of 
that name. That which I take to be the oldest, 
is to be found in the Musical Museum^ beginning, 
" I hae been at Crookie-den/'- — ^^One reason for 
my thinking so is, that Oswald has it in his col- 
lection by the name of, " The auld Highland 
laddie." — It is also known by the name o^> 
" Jinglan Johnie," which is a well-known song 
of four or five stanzas, and seems to be an earlier 
song than Jacobite times.— As a proof of this, it 
is little known to' the peasantry by the name of 
" Highland Laddie;" while every body knows 
" Jinglan Johnie." The song begins 



r.x 



Jinglan John, the meickle man 
He met wi' a lass was blythe and bonie. 



Aiioiker Highland Laddie is also in the Mu- 
seum, vol. v., which 1 take to be Rainsay^s ori- 
ginal, as he has borrowed the chorus — "O my 
bonie Highland lad, &c." It consists of three 
rtanzas, besides die chorus; and has humor in 

ite 



its composition — it is an excellent, but sondes 
what licentious song. — It begins 

As I cam o'er Caimey^Mounti 

And down amang the blooming heather, &c. 

This air, and the conmion Highland Laddie,; 
seem only to be difierent sets. 

Another Highland Laddie, also in the Mu-' 
seum, vol. v., is the tune of several Jacobite 
fragments. — One of these old songs to it, only^ 

exists, as hr as I know, in these four lines — 

■ ' » 

Whare hae ye been a' day, 

Bonie laddie, Highland laddie? ; 

Down the back o' Bell's brae, 

Gorurtin Maggie, courtin Maggie. . 



>) 



Another of this name is Dr. Arne's beautiful air, 
called, the new Highland Laddie.^ 



The 



* The foUowiog observation was found in a mebo- 
randum book belonging, to the poet : 

The HigKanders* Prayer, at Sher^-Muir. 

<« O L— d, be thon with us; but/ if thou be nor with us, 
he nol against us; but leaife it wetween the red coaii 
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The Gentle Swain. 

To shig such a beautiful air to such execrable 
yerses, is downright * * * of common 
sense ! The Scots verses indeed are tolerable. 



Se stole my tender Heart away. 

Thi& is an Anglo-Scottish production, but by 
no means a bad one. 



Fairest of the Fair. 



It is too barefaced to take Dr. Percy's charm- 
ing song, and by the means of transposing a 
few English words into Scots, to offer to pass 
it for a Scots song. — 1 was not acquainted with 
the Editor until the first volume was nearly 
finished, else, had J known in time, I would 
have prevented such an impudent absurdity. 



wm^^m^mt 



Th9 
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'** 



The Bhithrie o'L 

The following is a set of this soiig, which 
was the earliest song I remember to have got 
by heart. When a child, an old woman sung 
it to me, and I picked it up, every word, at 
first hearing. 

Willy weel I mind,, I lent you my hand 

To sing you a song which you did me command ; 
But my memory's so bad, I had almost forgot 
That you called itthe gear and the blaithrie o't. — 

I'll not sing about confusion, delusion, or pride, 
I'll sing about a laddie was for a virtuous bride; 
For virtue is an ornament that time will never rot, 
And prefierable to gear and the blaithrie o't.-^ 

Tho' my lassie hae nae scarlets or siUks to put on, 
We envy not the greatest that sits upon the 
" throne ; 

1 wad rather hae my lassie, tho' she cam in her 

smock. 
Than a princess wi' the gear and the blaithrie o't- 

Tho* 



* ^^ Shame fall the gear and the blad^ry o't/* is the turn 
of an old Scottish song, spoken when a young handsome 
girl marries an old man, upon the account of his wealth. 

Keth/s Scots Proverbs, p. 2Q6. 



Tho' we hae nae horses or minzie* at command. 
We win toil on our foot^ and well work wi' our 

hand; 
And when wearied without rest, we'll find it 

sweet in any spot, 
And we'll value not the gear and the blaithrie o't.- 

If we hae oiiy babi^, we'll count them as lent; 
Hae we less, hae we mair, we will ay be cont^it; 
^or they say they hae mair pleasure that wins 

but a groat, 
TMn the miser wi' his gear and the blaithrie o't.^ 

I'll not meddle wi' th' affairs o' the kirk or the 

queen; 
They're nae matters for a sang, let them sink, 

let them swim : 
.On your kirk I'll ne'er encroach, but I'll hold it 

still remote, 
Sae tak this for the gear and the blaithrie o't. 



May 



t . 



V 2 
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May Eve, or Kate of Aherdeeni 

Kate of Aberdeen is, I believe, the work of 
poor Cunningham the player ; of whom the fol- 
lowing anecdote, though told before, deserves a 
recital. A fat dignitary of the church coming 
past Cunningham one Sunday, as the poor poet 
was busy plying a fishing-rod in some stream 
near Durham, his native country,* his reve- 
rence reprimanded Cunningham very severely 
for such an occupation on such a day. The 
pM3or poet, with that inoffensive gentleness of 
manners which was his peculiar characteristic, 
replied, that he hoped God and his reverence 
would forgive his seeming profanity of that sa* 
cred day, ^^ as he had no dinner to eat^ but what 
lay at the bottom of that poolT This, Mr. 
Woods, the player, who knew Cunningham 
well, and esteemed him much, assured me was 
true. 



Tweedr 



* Cunniiigham was a native of Ireland. — See Dr* An* 
ienon's JJft of Cminjmgham^ BntUk JPactSj^ voL x# 
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Tweed-Side. 

In Ramsay's Tea-table Miscellany, he tells us 
that about thirty of the sougs in that publication 
were the works of some young gentlemen of his 
acquaintance; which song» are marked with the 
letters D. C. &c.— Old Mr. Tytler, of Wood- 
houselee, the worthy and able defender of the 
beauteous queen of Scots, told me that the 
songs marked C, in the Teortabhy were the 
composition of a Mr. Crawford, of the house of 
Achnames, who was afterwards unfortunately 
drowned coming from France. — As Tytler was 
most intimately acquainted with Allan Ram- 
say, I think the anecdote may be depended on. 
Of consequence, the beautifril song of Tweed- 
Side, is Mr. Crawford's, and indeed does great 
honor to his poetical talents. He was a Ro- 
bert Crawford ; the Mary he celebrates, was a 
Mary Stewart, of the Castle-Milk family,* 
afterwards married to a Mr. John Ritchie. 

I have 



* If the reader refers to the note in page 221, he will 
there find that Mr. Walter Scott states this song to have 
been written in honour of another lady, a Mifs Mary 
IMias Scott. 
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I have seen a song, calling itself the original 
Tweed-Side, and said to have been composed 
by a Lord Tester. It consisted of two stanzas^ 
of which J still recollect the first — 

When Maggy and I was acquaint, 

IcajTied my noddle fo' hie; 
Nae lintwmte on a' the green plain, 

Nor gowdspink sae happy as me : 
But 1 saw her sae fair, and I lo'ed ; 

I woo'd, but I came nae great speed ; 
So now I maun wander abroad, 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed.— 



The Posie. 

It appears evident to me that Oswald comr 
posed his Roslin Castle on the modulation of 
this air. — In the second part of Oswald's, in the 
three first bars, he has either hit on a wonderful 
similarity to, or else he has entirely borrowed 
the three first bars of the old air : and the close 
pf both tunes is almost exactly the same. The 
old verses to whicji it was sung, when I took 

* down 
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down the notes from a country girl's voice, had 
no great merit. — ^The following is a specimen : 

There was a pretty may* and a milkin she went ; 
Wi' her red rosy cheeks, and her coal-black 
hair; 
And she has met a young man a comin o'er the 
bent. 
With a double and adieu to thee fair may. 

O where are ye goin, my ain pretty may, 
Wi' thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black 
hair? 

Unto the yowes a milkin, kind sir, she says. 
With a double and adieu to thee fair may. 

What if I gang alang wi' thee, my ain pretty may, 
Wi' thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black 
hair ; 
Wad I be aught the warse o' that, kind sir, she 
says. 
With a double and adieu to thee fair may. 

&c. &c. 



Mary's 



* jUoy^^Maid^^Yoimg Woman. 
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Mary's Dream.^ 

The Mary here alluded to is generally sup- 
posed to be Miss Mary Macghie, daughter to 
the Laird of Airds, in Galloway. , The Poet 
was a Mr. Alexander Lowe, who likewise wrote 
another beautiful song, called Pompey's Ghost. 
— I have seen a poetic epistle from him in 
North America, where he now is, or lately was, 
to a lady in Scotland. — By the strain of the 
verses, it appeared that they allude to some 
love disappointment. 



■■•"■^PWiP^ 



The 



* This is the pathetic soug beginning — 

'' The moon had climb'd the highest hill^ 

Which rises o'er the source of Dee, 
And from the eastern summit shed 

Her silver light on tow'r and tree : 
When Mary laid her down to sleep, 

Her thoughts on Sand; far at sea ; 
When soft and low a voice was heard. 

Saying, Mary weep no more for me.'' 



J 
I 
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The Maid that tends the Goats. 

BY MR. DUDGEON. 

This Dudgeon is a respectable fsinner's son 
in Berwickshire. 



I wish my Love were in a Mire. 

I NEVER heard more of the words of this old 
song than the title. 



Allan Water. 



This Allan Water, which the composer of 
the music has honoured with the name of the air, 
1 have been told is Allan Water, in Strathallan. 



There^s nae Luck about the House. 

This is one of the most beautiful songs in the 
Scots, or any other language. — The two lines, 

" And will I see his face again ! 
" And will I hear him speak !" 
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as well as the two preceding ones, are unequal- 
led almost by any thing J ever heard or read : 
and the lines, 

" The present moment is our ain, 
" The neist we never saw"— • 

are worthy of the first poet. — It is long posterior 
to Ramsay's days. — About the year 1771, or 72, 
it came first on the streets as a ballad ; and I 
suppose the composition of the song was not 
much anterior to that period. 



Tarry Woo. 



This is a very pretty song; but I fancy that 
the first half stanza, as well as the tune itself, 
are much older than the rest of the words. 



Gramachreel 

The song of Gramachree was composed by a 
Mr. Poe, a counsellor at law in Dublin. This 
anecdote X had fi*om a gentleman who knew 

the 
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the lady, the " Molly," who is the subject of 
the song, and to whom Mr. Poe sent the first 
manuscript of his most beautiful verses. I do 
not remember any single line that has more true 
pathos than — 

** How can she break that honest heart that 
wears her in its core !" 

But as the song is Irish, it had nothing to 
jdo in this collectiou. 



The Collier's JBonie Lctssie. 

The first half stanza is much older than the 
days of Ramsay. — ^The old words began thus : 

The collier has a dochter, and, O, she's wonder 

bonie ! 
A laird he was that sought her, rich baith in 

lands and money. 
She wad na hae a laird, qor wad she be a lady ; 
Put she wad hae a collier, the color o' her 

daddie.- — 



.■..^■»w 



My 
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My ain kind Dearie — O. 

The old words of this song are omitted here, 
though much more beautiful than these insert- 
ed ; which were mostly composed by poor Fer- 
gusson, in one of his merry humors. — The old 
words began thus : 

ril rowe thee o'er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O, 
I'll rowe thee o'er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O, 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wat. 

And I were ne'er sae weary, O ; 
I'll rowe thee o'er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. — 



Mary Scatty the Flower of Yarrow.* 

Mr. Robertson, in his statistical account of 
the parish of Selkirk, says, that Mary Scott, the 
Flower of Yarrow, was descended from the Dry- 

hope, 



* A very interesting account of " The Flower of Yarrow" 
appears in a note to Mr. Walter Scott's '' Marmian." The 

Editor 
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hope^ and married into the Harden family. Her 
daughter was married to a predecessor of the 
present Sir Francis Elliot of Stobbs, and of the 
late Lord Heathfield. 

There is a circumstance in their contract of 
marriage that merits attention, as it strongly 
marks the predatory spirit of the times. — ^The 
&ther-in-law agrees to keep his daughter, for 

some 



Editor has so often eiLperienced that gentleman's obligii^ 
disposition, that he presumes on his pardon for transcrib- 
ing it. 

** Near the lower extremity of St. Mar/s Lake, (a 
beautiful sheet of water, formii^ the reservoir from which 
the Yarrow takes its source), are the ruins of Dryhope 
tower, the birth-place of Mary Scott, daughter of Philip 
Seott of Dryhope, and iamous by the traditional name of 
the Flower of Yarrow. She was married to Walter Scott 
of Harden, no less renowned for his depredations, than his 
bride for her beauty. Her romantic appellation was, in 
latter days, with equal justice, conferred on Miss Mary 
lilias Scott, the last of the elder branch of the Harden 
faanliy/* Mr. Scott proceeds to relate, that '^ he well 
remembers the talent and spirit of the latter Flower of 
Yarrow, though age had then injured the charms which 
procured her the name ; and that the words usually sung to 
the air of " Tweed-Side,'' beginning, ' What beauties does 
Flora disclose/ were composed in her honour." 

Notei to Canto II. p. 38. 
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some time after the marriage; for which the 
son-in-law binds himself to give him the profits 
of the first Michaelmas-moon ?* 



Down the JBurriy Davie. 

I HAVE been informed, that the tune of 
" Down the Burn, Davie," was the composition 
of David Maigh, keeper of the blood slough 
hounds, belonging to the Laird of Riddel, in 
Tweeddale. 



Blink o'er the Sum, sweet Settie. 

The old words, all that I remember, are, — 

Blink over the bum, sweet Betty, 

It is a cauld winter night ; 
It rains, it hails, it thunders, 

The moon she gies nae light : 
If s a' for the sake j)' sweet Betty, 

That ever I tmt my way ; 
Sweet, let me lie beyond thee 

Uptil it be br^k o' day.— 

O, Betty 



* The time when the moss-troopers and cattle-drivers 
I the borders Jbegpn tfiw nightly depredations. 
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O, Betty will bake my breads 

And Betty will brew my ale, 
And Betty will be my love, 

When I come over the dale : 
Blink over the burn, sweet Betty, 

Blink over the bum to me, 
And while I hae life, dear lassie, 

My ain sweet Betty thou's be.~ 



The Blithsome Sridal. 

I FIND the Blithsonie Bridal, in James Wat- 
son's collection of Scots poems, printed at Edin- 
burgh, in 1706. This collection, the publisher 
says, is the first of its nature which has been 
published in our own native Scots dialect~it is 
now extremely scarce. 



John Hay's JSonie Lassie. 

John Hay's Bonie Lassie was daughter of 
John Hay, Earl or Marquis of Tweeddale, and 
late Countess Dowager of Roxburgh, — She died 
at Broomlands, near Kelso, some time between 
the years 1720 and 1740. 



The 
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T^he Sonie Bracket Lassie. 

The two first lines of this song are all of it 
that is old. The rest of the song/ as well as 
those .songs in the Mvseum marked T, are the 
works of an obscure, tippling, but extraordinary 
body of the name of Ty tier, conunonly known 
by the name of Balloon Tytler, fi*om his having 
projected a balloon : a mortal, who, though he 
drudges about Edinburgh as a common printer, 
with leaky shoes, a sky-lighted hat, and knee- 
buckles as unlike as George-by-the-grace-of- 
God, and Solomon-the-son-of-David ; yet that 
same unknown drunken mortal is author and 
compiler of three-fourths of Elliot's pompous 
Encyclopedia Britannica, which he composed 
at half a guinea a week !* 



Sa£ merry as we twa hcCe been. 

This song is beautiful. — The chorus in parti- 

cukur 



^ A short sketch of this eccentric character may be seen 
at the end <tf these Remarks on Scottish Songs. 
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cular is truly pathetic. I never could learn any 
thing of its author. 

Chorus. 

Sa0 memf as we twa ha'e been, 
Sae merry as we twa ha'e been ; 

My heart it is like for to breaks 

When I thmk on the days we hde seen. 



The Banks of Forth. ' 



This air is Oswald's. 



■■■■■'■■ I ■! I I > I 



1 

.< The JSush ahoon Traquair. 

-^. This is another beautiful song of Mr. Graw^ 
ford's composition. In the neighbourhood of 
Traquair^ tradition. still sbe^s the old ^' Bush;" 
which^ :«irhen I saw it in the year .1787, was 
composed of e^ht or nine ragged birches. The 
Earl of Traquair has planted a clump of trees 
near by, which he calls " The new Bush." 



Cromlet's 
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Crondefs LiU. ^vi^^ 

The following interesting account of thicr 
plaintive dirge was communicated to Mr. Rid- 
del by Alexander Frazer Tytl«r, E»q- of Wood* 
houselee. 

'' In the latter end of the 16th century, the 
Chisolms were proprietors of the estate of Crom- 
lecks (now possessed by the Drummonds). The 
eldest son of that family was very much attach- 
ed to a daughter of Sterling of Ardoch, com- 
monly known by the name of Fair Helen of 
Ardoch. — 

" At that time the opportunities of meeting 
betwixt the sexes were more rare, consequently 
more sought after than now ; and the Scottish 
ladies, far from priding themselves on extensive 
literature, were thought sufficiently book4eanJed 
if > they could make out the Scriptures in the& 
mothef tongue. Writing was ^itirely out of 
the line Of feniale education : At thai; period 
the most of our young men of fitmily sought a 
fortiine, or found a grave^ in France. Cromliui^ 
when he went abroad to the war, was obliged to 
leave the management of his correspondence 
with his mistress to a lay-brother of the monas- 
tery 
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(ery of Dumblain, ia the immediate neigKbour- 
hood of Cromleck, aad near Ardoch. This man, 
unfortunately, was deeply sensible of Helen's 
charms. He artfully prepossessed her with 
stories to the disadvantage of Cromlus; and by 
misinterpreting or keeping up the letters and 
messages intrusted to his care, he entirely irri- 
tated both. All connexion was broken off be- 
twixt them : Helen was inconsolable, and Crom- 
lus has left behind him, in the ballad called 
Cromlet's Lilt, a proof of the elegance of his 
genius, as well as the steadiness of his love. 

" When the artful monk thought time had 
sufficiently sofl;ened Helen's sorrow, he pro- 
posed himself as a lover : Helen was obdurate : 
but at last, overcome by the persuasions of her 
brother with whom she lived, and who, having 
a family of thirty-one children, was probably 
very well pleased to get her off his hands — ^she 
atibmitted, rather than consented to the cere- 
atony; but there her compliance ended; and, 
when forcibly put into bed, she started quite 
frantic from it, screaming out, that after three 
gaitle taps on the wainscot, at the bed-head, 
she heard Cromlus's voice, crying, Melen, 
Helen, mind me, Cromlus soon after coming 
home, the treachery of the confidant was disco- 
vered,, 
Q 2 
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rered,— her marriage disannulled, — and Helen 
became lady Cromlecks." 

v 
1 

N. B. Marg. Murray, mother to these thirty- 
one children, was daughter to Murray of 
Strewn, one of the seventeen sons of Tullybar- 
dine, and whose youngest son, commonly called 
the Tutor of Ardoch, died in the year 1715; 
aged 111 years. 



Mjf Dearie i if thou die. 
Another beautiful song of Crawford's. 



She rase and let me in. 



The old set of this song, which is still to be 
found in printed collections, is much prettier 
than this ; but somebody, 1 believe it was Ram- 
say, took it into his head to clear it of some 
seeming indelicacies, and made it at once more 
chaste and more dull. 



6o 
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Go to the Ewe-hughts* Mari&n. 

I AM not sure if this old and charming air be 
of the South, as is commonly said, or of the 
North of Scotland. — There is a song apparently 
as ancient as, " £we-bughts Marion/' which 
sings to the same tune, and is evidently of the 
North. — It begins thus : 

The Lord o' Gordon had three dochters, 

Mary, Marget, and Jean, 
They wad na stay at bonie Castle Gordon, 

But awa to Aberdeen. 



Lewis Oordon.'f 

This air is a proof how one of our Scots 
tunes comes to be composed out of another. I 

have 



♦ Sheep-folds. 
' f The supposed author of Lewis Gordon was a Mr. 
Geddes, priest, at Shenval, iu the Aiuzie. R. B. , 



have one of the earliest copies of the song, and 
it has prefixed, 

'' Tune of Tarry Woo"— 

Of which tune, a different set has insensibly 
varied into a different air.— To a Scots critic, 
the pathos of the line, 

** Tho' his back be at the wa,** 

— ^must be very striking. — It needs not a Jaco* 
bite prejudice to be affected with this^song. 



Oh ono Chrio.^ 



Dr. Blacklock informed me that this song was 
composed on the infamous massacre of Glen« 
coe, 



Til never leave thee. 



This is another of Crawford's songs, but 1 do 
not think iif his happiest manner.— What an 
absurdity, to join such names as Adonis and 
Mary together ! 

Corn 

♦ A conruption of O hone a rie*, sigoiiyiiig--^^ Alte ! 
for the prince^ or clrief.** 
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Com Rigs are banie. 

All the old words that ever I could meet to 
this air were the following, which seem to have 
been an old chorus : 

O com rigs and rye rigs, 

O com rigs are bonie; 
And "virhere'er you meet a bonie lass, 

Preen up her cockeniony. 



The mucking of Geordie's Byar. 

Th£ chorus of this song is old; the rest is the 
work of Balloon Tytler. 



Bide ye yet. 



There is a beautiful song to this tune, be- 
ginning, 



€< 



Alas, my son, you little know''- 



which is the composition of a Miss Jenny Grar 
ham, of Dumfries. 

Waukin 
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Waukin o' the Fauld. 



There are two stanzas still sung to this tune, 
which I take to be the original song whence 
Ramsay composed his beautiful song of that 
name in the Gentle Shepherd.— It b^ins 

O will ye speak at our town, 
As ye come frae the fauld, &c. 

I regret that, as in many of our old songs, the 
delicacy of this old fragment is not equal to its 
wit and humor. 



Tranent'Muir. 



" Tranent-Muir,'' was composed by a Mr, 
Skirvan, a very worthy respectable farmer near 
Haddington. I have heard the anecdote often, 
that Lieut. Smith, whom he mentions in the 

ninth 



ninth stanza,^ came to Haddington after the 
publication of the song, and sent a challenge to 
Skirvan to meet him at Haddington, and answer 
for the unworthy manner in which he had no- 
ticed him in his song.-" Gang awa back," said 
the honest farmer, '^ and tell Mr. Smith that I 
hae nae leisure to come to Haddington ; but tell 
him to come here ; and 111 tak a look o' him, 
and if I think I'm fit to fecht him, I'll fecht him; 
and if no — I'll do as he did — Fll rin awa!" — 



To the Weavers gin ye go. 

The Chorus of this song is old, the rest of it 
is mine. — Here, once for all, let me apologize 

for 



Stanza 9. 

* ** And Major Bowie, that worthy soul. 

Was brought down to the ground, man ; 
. Hb horse being shot, it \yas his lot, 
For to get mony a wound, man : 
lAeutenani Smith, of Irish birth, 

Frae whom he call'd for aid, man, 
Beii^ full of dread, lap o'er his head, 
And wadna be gainsaid, manr 



for many silly compositioas of mine in this work. 
Many beautiful airs wanted words ; in the hurry 
of other aTocations, if I could string a parcel of 
rhymes together any thing near tolerable, I was 
&in to let them pass. He must be an excellent 
poet indeed, whose every performiance is ex- 
cellent. 



Polwarth on the Chreen. 

The author of " Polwarth on the Green," is 
Capt. John Drummond M*Grigor, of the family 
of Bochaldie. 



Strephon and Lydia. 

The following account of this song I had from 
Dr. Blacklock. 

The Strephon and. Lydia mentioned in the 
song were perhaps the loveliest couple of their 
time. The gentleman was commonly known by 
the name of Beau Gibson. The lady wad the 
^^ Gentle Jean," detebre^ted 'scroewbere in Mr. 

Hamilton 
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Hamilton of Bangour's poems. — Having fre- 
quently met at public places, they had formed 
a reciprocal attachment, Tvhich their friends 
thought dangerous, as their resources were by 
no means adequate to their tastes and habits of 
life. To elude the bad consequences of such a 
connexion, Strephon was sent abroad with a 
commission, and perished in Admiral Vernon's 
expedition to Carthagena. 

- The author of the song was William Wallace, 
£sq. of Cairnhill, in Ayrshire. 



Fm o*er young to marry yet. 

The chorus of this song is old. — ^The rest of 
it, such as it is,* is mine. 



M^PhersofCs Fdrewel.^ 



. M^Pherson, a daring robber, in the ban- 
ning of this century, was cbndcimned to be 

hanged 

* The words are Bums'*— ^ey will be found among 
t^ poems in this volume. 
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kanged at the assizes at Inverness. He is said/ 
when under sentence of death, to have composed 
this tune, which he called his own lament, or 
ferewel. 

Gow has published a variation of this fine 
tune as his own composition, which he calls, 
^ The Princess Augusta." 



« • 



My Joy Janet. 

Johnson, the publisher, with a foolish deli- 
cacy, refused to insert the last stanza of this 
humorous ballad. 



The Shepherd's Cai^laint. 

The wdrds by a Mt. R. Scott, from the town 
or neighbourhood of Biggar. 



The 
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The Birks of Aherfeldy. 

I COMPOSED these stanzas standing under the 
falls of Aberfeldy, at, or near, Moness. 



The Highland Lassie O. 

This was a composition of mine in very early 
life, before £ was known at all in the world. My 
Highland lassie was a warm-hearted, charming 
young creature as ever blessed a man with gene- 
rous love. After a pretty long tract of the most 
ardent reciprocal attachment, we met by appoint- 
ment, on the second Sunday of May,' in a se- 
questered spot by the Banks of Ayr, where we 
spent the day in taking a fiaireweV before she 
should embark for the West-Highlands, to ar- 
Tangemattersamongher friends for our projected 
change of life. At the close of Autumn fol- 
lowing she crossed the sea to meet me at Gree- 
liock, where she had scarce landed when she was 
seized with a notalignant fever, which hurried my 

dear 
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dear girl to the grave in a few days, before I 
could even hear of her illness.* 

Fife, 



* There are events in this transitory scene of existence, 
seasons of joy or of sorrow, of despair or of hope, which 
as they powerfully affect us at the time, serve as epochs to 
the history of our lives. They may be termed the trials of 
the heart. We treasure them deeply in our memory, and 
as time glides silently away they help us to number our days. 
Of this character was the partii^ of Bums with his High- 
land Marj/f that interesting female, the first object of the 
youthful Poet^s love. This adieu was performed with all 
those simple and striking ceremonials which ru/atic seiiti4> 
ment has devised to prolong tender emotions and to inspire 
awe. The lovers stood on each side of a small purling 
brook ; they laved their hands in its limpid stream, and hold- 
ing a bible between them, pronounced their vows to be 
jfoithful to each 6ther. They parted—never to meet again ! 

The anniversary of Mary CampbelFs death (for dint 
was her name), awakening in the sensitive mind of Burns 
the most lively emotion, be retired froqi bis family, then 
residing on the farm of EUisland, and wandered, solitary, 
on the banks of the Nith, and about the farm-yard, in the 
eztremest agitation of mind, nearly the whole of the night; 
His agitation was so great that he threw himself on the side 
of a com stack, and there conceived his sublime and tender 
elegy-^fais address To Mary in Heaven. 

E. 
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Fife^ and a the Lands about it. 

This song is Dr. Blacklock's. He, as well 
as I, often gave Johnson verses, trifling enough 
perhaps, but they served as a vehicle to the 
music^ 



Were na my Heart light I wad die. 

Lord Hailes, in the not^s to his collection of 
aai^ient Scots poems, says that this song was the 
composition of a Lady Grissel Baillie, daughter 
of the first Earl of Marchmont, and wife of 
George Baillie^ of Jerviswood. 



The Young Mmis Dream. 

This song is the composition of Balloon 
Tytler. 



Strathallan's Lamsnt. 



This air is the composition of one of the 
worthiest and best hearted men living — Allan 
^ Masterton^ 
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Masterton, Schoolmaster in Edinburgh. As he 
and I were both sprouts of Jacobitism, we agreed 
to dedicate the words and air to that cause. 

To tell the matter of fact, except when my 
passions were heated by some accidental cause, 
my Jacobitism was merely by way of, vive la 
bagatelle. 



Up in the Morning early. 

The chorus of this is old; the two stanzas 
mine. 



' • I 



Up in the morning's nojor me. 

Up in the morning early; 
When a' the hills are covered wt snaw, 

Tm sure it's winter fairly. 

Cold blaws the wind frae east to west. 

The drift is driving sairly ; 
Sae loiid and shrill's I hear the blast, 

I'm sure it's winter £sdrly. 



The 
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I The birds sit chitteridg: in the thorn, 
A' day they fare but sparely ; 

i And lang's the night irae e'en to morn, 
I'm sure itV winter fairly. 

Up in the marnitig, &c. 



The Tears of Scotland. 

Dr. Blacklock told me that Smollett, who 
was at bottom a great Jacobite, composed these 
beautiful and pathetic verses on. the infamous 
depredations of the Duke of Cumberland after 
the battle of Culloden. 



. WA(it will I do gin my Hoggie die. 

Dr Walker, who was Minister at Moffat in 
1772, and is now (1791) Professor of Natural 
History in the University of Edinburgh ; told 
the following anecdote concerning this air.^ — He 
said that some gentlemen riding a few years ago, 
through Liddesdale, stopped at a hamlet con- 
sisting of a few houses, called Moss Piatt; when 

R they 
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they were struck with this tune, which au old 
womaD, spinning on a rock at her door, was 
singing. — All she could tell concerning it was, 
that she was taught it when a child, and it was 
called, " What will I do gin my Hoggie die." 
No person, except a few females at Moss Piatt, 
knew this fine old tune ; which, in all proba- 
bility, would have been lost, had not one of the 
gentlemen, who happened to have a flute with 
him, taken it down. 



/ dreawbd I lay where Flowers were springing^ 

These two stanzas I composed when I wa^ 
seventeen, and are among the oldest of my 
printed pieces. 

I dream'd I lay where flowers were springing. 

Gaily in the sunny beam ; 
Listening to the wild birds singing. 

By a falling, crystal stream : 
Straight the sky grew black and daring; 

Thro' the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms ^ere .warring, 

O'er the s welluig, drumliel wave. 

m • .... 

Such 



k 
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Such was toy life's deceitful morniiig, 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flowery bliss destroyed. 
Tho' fickle fortune has deceived me, 

She promis'd fair, and perform'd but ill ; 
Of mony a joy and hope bereav'd me, 

I bear a heart shall support me stilL 



Ah ! the poor Shepherd's mournful Fate. 

Tune Gallashiels. 

The old title, '' Sour Plums o* Gallashiels,'' 
probably was the beginning of a song to this air^ 
which is now lost 

The tune of Gallashiels was composed about 
the beginning of the present century by the 
Laird of Gallashiel's piper. 



The Banks of the Devon. 

These verses were composed on a charming 
girl, a Miss Charlotte Hamilton, who is now 
married to James M'Kitrick Adair, £sq. phy- 
sician. She is sister to my worthy friend 

R 2 Gavia 
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Gavin Hamilton, of Maucbline; and "was horit 

on the banks of Ayr, but was, at the tinae I 

». ... 

wrote these lines, residing at Herveyston, m 
Clackmannanshire, on the romantic banks of the 
little river Devon, — I first heard the air from a 
lady: in Inverness, and got the notes taken down 
for this work. 



Mill, Mill O.— 



The original, or at least a song evidently prior 
to Ramsay's, is still extant. — It runs thus. 



r • « » 



Chorus. 

The mill, mill O, cmd the kill, kill O, 
And the coggin o' Peggy* s wheel O, 
The sack and the sieve, and a' she did leave, 
^ And dandd the miller^s reel O. — ^ 

As I cam down yon waterside, 

And by yon shellin-hill O, 
There 1 spied a bonie bonie lass. 

And a lass that I lov'd right weel: O.—* 



Wt 



. * Tbe reinainJDg two stanzas, though pretty enough/ 
partake rather " too much of the rude simplicity ' of &e 
^ <H(fen time" to be admitted here. 



24$' 



We ran and they ran. 

The author of "We ran and they mtf'-^was 
a Rev. Mr. Murdoch M*Lennfen, minister at 
Crathie, Dee-side. 



Waljfy Waly. 

In the west country J have heard a diflFerent 
Edition of the 2d dtanza.^-^Instead of the four 
linei^y banning tnth, " When cockleHshells; 
&C.'' the odier way r^n thus :— 

^ -•;•.■■ • . r' ' 

. O wherefore need I busk my head, 
Or wherefore need I kame my hair, 
Sin my failse iuve has me forsook, 
And say IS, he'll never Iuve me mair. — 






Duncan 
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Duncan Grey. . 

Dr. Blacklock informed me that he had often 
heard the tradition that this air was composed 
by a carman in Glasgow. 



Dumbarton Drums. 

This is the last of the West Highland aifs; 
and from it, over the whole tract of country to 
the confines of Tweed-side, there is hardly a 
tune or song that one can say has taken its origin 
from any place or transaction in that part of 
Scotland. — The oldest Ayrshire reel, is Stew- 
arton Lasses, which was made by the Either of 
the present Sir Walter Montgomery Cunning- 
ham, alias Lord Lysle; since which period there 
has indeed been local music in that country in 
great plenty. — ^Johnie Faa is the only old song 
which I could ever trace as belonging to the 
extensive county of Ayr. 



r^ 



Cauld 
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Cauld Kail in Aberefeen. 

This song is by the Duke of Gordon. — ^The 
old verses are. 

There's cauld Kail* in Aberdeen, 
And Castocksf in Strathbogie; 

When ilka lad maun hae his lass, 
Then fye, gie me my coggie.J 

CHORUS. 

My coggie^ Sirs^ my coggie, SirSy 

I cannot want my coggie: 
I wadna gie my three-girrd cap 

Far e'er a qtiene on Bogie. — 
There^s Johnie Smith ha^ got a wife 

That scrimps him o' his coggie^ 
If she werepiine^ upon my life 

I wad douk ner in a bogie. — 
My coggiCy SirSy SfC. 



For 



* Kailf coleworts, a plant much used in Scotland for 
pottage. 

f Castocks, cabbage stalks. 

:(: Cogy of which coggie is the diminutive (according to 
Ramsay), is a pretty large wooden dish, the country people 
put their pottage in. It is also a drinking vessel of the 
same materials, differing from the bicker in having no 
baiuUe. 



ms 



For lake of Gold. 

The country girls in Ayrshire, instead of the 
line — 

She me forsook for a great duke, 
say, 

I 

For Athole's duke she me forsook ; 
which I take to be the original reading. 

These words were composed by the late Dr. 
Austin, physician at Edinburgh, — He had court- 
ed a lady, to whom he was shortly to have been 
married; but the Duke of Athole having seen 
her, became so much in love with her, that he 
niade proposals of marriage, which were ac- 
cepted of, and she jilted the doctor. 



Here's a Health to my true JLove^ ^c. 

This song is Dr. Blacklock's. — He told me 
that tradition gives the air to our Japoies IV. of 
Scotland. 



Hejf 
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Mey tutti tait. 

I HAVE met the tradition universally over 
Scotland, and particularly about Stirling, in 
the neighbourhood of the scene, that this air 
"Was Robert JBruce^s niar<;h at the battle of 
JBannockburn.* 



Raving 



* It does not seem at all probable that the Scots had 
any martial music in the time of this monarch ; it being 
their custom, at that period, for every man in the host to 
bear a little horn, with the blowing of which, as we are 
^old by Froissart, they would make such a horrible noise 
as if all the devils of hell had been among them. It is not 
therefore, likely, that these unpolished warriors would be 
curious 



- '' to move 



*' In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood 
" Of flutes and self recorders/' 

These horns, indeed, are the only music ever mentioned 
by Barbour, to whom any particular march would have 
been too important a circumstance to be passed over in 
silence; so that it must remain a moot point, whether 
Bruce's army were cheered by the seund of even a solitary 
bagpipe. 

See J^itsotCs Hist. Essay on Scottish Song, 
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Raving Winds around her blowing. 

I COMPOSED these verses on Miss Isabella 
M^Leod of Raza, alluding to her feelings on 
the death of her sister, and the still more me* 
lancholy death of her sister's husband, the late 
Earl of Loudon ; who shot himself out of sheer 
heart-break at some mortifications he suffered, 
owing to the deranged state of his finances. 



Tak your auld Cloak about ye. 

A PART of this old song according to the 
English set of it, is quoted in Shakspeare * 



Ye 



* In the drinking scene in Othello— -lago sings : 

*^ King Stephen was a worthy peer, 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 
He held them sixpence all too dear, 

With that he called the tailor lown ; 
He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of low degree : 
'Tis pride that pulls the country down. 

Then take thine auld cloak about thee." 



The old song from which these stanzas are taken, was 
recovered by Dr. Percy, and preserved by him in his JBe- 
l%que$ qf Ancient Poetry. E. 
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Ye Gods^ was Strephon's Picture blest ? 

Tune, Fourteenth of October. 

The title of this air shews that it alludes to 
the famous king Crispian, the patron of the 
honorable corporation of Shoemakers. — St 
Crispian's day falls on the fourteenth of Octo* 
ber, old style, as the old proverb tells ; 

" On the fourteenth of October 
" Was ne'er a sutor* sober." 



Since rohVd of all that charmed my Views. 

The old name of this air is, ^^ The blossom 
o' the Raspberry." The song is Dr. Blacklock's. 



Yotmg Daman, 



This air is by Oswald. 



Kirk 



* Sutor — a Shoemaker. 
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Kirk wad let me bi. 

Tradition in the western parts 6f Scotland 
tells, that this old song, of which there are still 
three stanzas extant, once saved a covenanting 
clergyman out of a scrape. It was a little prior 
to the revolution, a period when being a Scots 
covenanter was being a felon, that one of their 
clergy who was at that very time hunted by 
the merciless soldiery, fell in, by accident, with 
a party of the military. The soldiers were not 
exactly acquainted with the person of the reve- 
rend gentleman of whom they were in search ; 
but, from some suspicious circumstances, they 
fancied that they had got one of that cloth and 
opprobrious persuasion among them in the per- 
son of this stranger. " Mass John,'- to extri- 
cate himself, assumed a freedom of mann^s^ 
very unlike the gloomy strictness of his sect ; 
and among other convivial exhibitions, sung (and 
some traditions say, composed on the spur of 
the occasion), " Kirk wad let me be," with such 

effect, that the soldiers swore he was ad d 

honest fellow, and that it was impossible he 
could belong to those hellish conventicles ; and 
so gave him his liberty. 



The 
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J The first stanza of this song, a little altered, 
us a favorite kind of dramatic interlude acted at 
country weddings, in the south-west parts of the 
kingdom. A young fellow is dressed up like 
an old beggar ; a peruke, commonly made of 
carded [tow, represents hoary locks ; an old 
bonnet ; a ragged plaid, or surtout, bound with 
a straw-rope for a girdle : a pair of old shoes,, 
with straw-ropes twisted round his ancles, asL 
is done by shepherds in snowy weather: his 
fece they disguise as like wretched old age as 
they can : in this plight he is brought into the 
wedding-house, frequently to the astonishment 
of strangers, who are not in the secret, and 
begins to sing — 



it 



O, I am a silly auld man. 

My nanie it is auld Glenae,* &c." 



He is asked to drink, and by and by to dance, 
which, after some uncouth excuses he is pre- 
vailed on to do, the fiddler playing the tune, 
which here is commonly called, . " Auld 

Glenae;" 



r 

* Glenae, on the small river Ae> in Anfiandale ; the seat 
and designation of an ancient branch, and the present 
representative, of the gallant but unfortunate Dalziels of 
Camwath.— -'This is die Author^s note. 
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Glenae ;" in short, he is all the time so plied 
with liquor that he is understood to get intoxi* 
cated, and with aH the ridiculous gesticulations 
of an old drunken beggar, he dances and stag- 
gers until he falls on the floor ; yet still in all 
his riot> nay, in his rolling and tumbling on the 
floor, with some or other drunken motion of 
bis body, he beats time to the music, till at last 
he is supposed to be carried out dead drunk. 



Musing on the roaring Ocean. 

I COMPOSED these verses out of compliment 
to a Mrs. M'Lachlan, whose husband is ai) 
officer in the East-Indies. 



Slythe was she. 



I COMPOSED these verses while I stayed at 
Ochtertyre with Sir William Murray. — ^The 
lady, who was also at Ochtertyre at the same 
time, was the well-known toast. Miss Euphemia 
Murray of Lentrose, who was called, and very 
jui^tly. The Flower of Strathmore. 



Johnny 



^s 



Johnny Faa^ or the Gypsie Laddie. 
The people in Ayrshire begin this song — 



« 



The gypsies cam to my Lord Cassili's yetf. 




They have a great many more stanzas in this 
song than I ever y6t saw in any printed copy. — 
The castle is still remaining at Maybole, where 
his lordship shut up his wayward spouse, and 
kept her for life. 



To daunton me. 



The two following old stanzas to this tune 
have some merit : 

To daunton me, to daunton me, 

ken ye what it is that'll daunton me ? — 
There's eighty-eight and eighty-nine. 
And a' that I hae borne sinsyne, 
There's cess and press* and Presbytrie, 

1 think it will do meikle for to daunton me. 



But 



* Scot and lot. 
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But to wantou me, to wanton me, 

ken ye what it is that wad wanton me — 
To see gude com upon the rigs, 

And banishment amang the Whigs, 
And right restored where right sud be, 

1 think it would do meikle for to wanton me. 



The JBanie Lass made the Bed to me. 

" The Bonie Lass made the Bed to me," wa& 
composed on an amour of Charles II. whea 
sculking in the North, about Aberdeen, in the 
time of the usurpation. He formed une petite 
affaire with a daughter of the House of Port- 
letham, who was the ^^ lass that made the bed 
to him ;" — two verses of it are, 

While the tear stood blinkin in her e'e \ 
1 said my lassie dinna cry 

For ye ay shall make the bed to me. 

She took her mither's winding sheet. 
And o't she made a sark to me; 

Blythe and merry may she be, 
The lass that made the bed to me. 



Abseme. 



m 



Ah 



sence. 



A sbtig in the inabtiejr of Shenstoiie. 
This 8ong and air are both by Dr. Blacklock. 



/ had a H&tse and 1 ha,d not mair. 

T&is story was founded on fact. A John 
Hnnter, ancestor to a very respectable farming 
&mily who live in a place in the parish, I think, 
of Galston, called Barr-mill, was the Ineklesi^ 
hero that " had a horse and had nae mwt."^* — 
Tot some little youthful follies he found it ne- 
cessary to make a retreat to the West-High- 
lands, where '^ he feed himself to a Highland 
Laird," for that is the expression of all the oral 
editions of the song I ever heard. — ^The present 
Mr. Hunter, who told me the anecdote, is the 
great grandchild to our hero. 



Vp aiUl tvarn €C WiOii. 



Tftte «£tk)ik of the tsong I got from T&m 

8 Nieh 
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Nielf* of facetious fame, in Edinburgh. The 
expression, " Up and warn a' Willie/' alludes 
to the Crantara, or warning of a Highland Clan 
to arms. Not understanding this^ the Lowland- 
ers in the west, and south, say, " Up and vmur 
them a," &c. 



A JRose-bud by my early Walk. 

,. This song I composed on Miss Jenny Crmk- 
shank, only child to my worthy fiiend Mr. Wm* 
Cruikshank, of the High-School, Edinburgh. 
The air is by a David Sillar, quondam Mor^ 
chant, and now Schoolmaster in Irvine. H^ 
is .the Davie to whom I address my printed 
poetical epistle in the measure of the Cherry 
and the Slae. 



AidJ^ 



* Tom Niet was a carpenter in Edinburgh, and lived 
chiefly by making coffins. He was also Precentor, or 
Clerk, in one of the churches, IJe had a good strong 
voice, and was greatly distinguished by his powers of 
numickry, add his hvmorqu^ maaner of sinigiiig the^ old 
Scottish ballads. E, 



Auld Rob Morris. 



^UjxAa^ 



• It is remark-MTorthy that the song of " Hooly ' 
and Fairly," in all the old editions of it, is call- 
ed " The Drunken Wife o' Galloway,'' which 
localizes it to that country. 



Rattlin^ roarin Willie. 

The last stanza of this song is mine : it was 
composed out of compliment to one of the wor- 
thiest fellows in the world, William Dunbar, 
Esq. writer to the signet, Edinburgh, and Colo- 
nel of the Crochallan corps, a club of wits who 
took that title at the time of raising the fenci- 
ble regiments. 



Where braving angry Winters storms. 

- This song I composed on one of the moi^t 
iaccomplished of women. Miss Pe^y Chalmers 
-that wa6, now Mrs. Lewis Hay, of Forbes and 
:Co/s bank, Edinburgh. 



c - • . i 

>> I . • 1 JL 
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Tibbie^ I hoe seen the Day. 

This song I composed aboat the age ot. se- 
ymAeeUf 



Nancys Ghost. 
This song is by Dr. Blacklock* 



Ikine your Fiddles j 8Cc. 

This song was composed by the Rey. John 
Skinner,^ Nonjuror Clergyman at Lmshart, near 
Peterhead. He is likewise the author of Tul- 
lochgorum, Ewie wi' the Crooked Horn, John 
o' Badenyond, &c., and what is of still more 
consequence, ^e is one of the worthiest of man- 
kind. He is the author of an eccl^iastical 
history of ScoUaud. The air is by Mr. Mar- 
shall, butler to the Duke of Gordon ; the first 
composer of strathspeys of the age. I have 
been told by somebody, who had it of Marshall 
i^q^selfy that he took the idea of his three most 

celebrated 
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celebrated pieces. The Marquis of Huntley's 
Reel, His Farewel, and Miss Admiral Gordon's 
Ree], from the old air, '* The Oerma» Lairdie." 



GiU Marice. 



This plaintive ballad ought to have been call- 
^ Child Maurice, and not Gill Morice. In its 
(Hresent dress, it has gained immortal hono^ 
from Mr. Home's taking from it the ground-work 
of his fine tragedy of Douglas. But I am of opi* 
nion that the present ballad is a modem compo* 
tition ; perhaps not much above the age of the 
middle of the last century ; at least I should be 
glad to see or hear of a copy of the present words 
prior to 1650. That it was taken from an old 
ballad, called Child Maurice, now lost, I am in- 
clined to believe ; but the present one may be 
classed with Hardycanute,* Kenneth, Duncan, 
the Laird of Woodhoilselie, Lord Livingston, 
Binnorie, The Death of Monteith, and many 
other modem productions, which have been 

swallowed 



* In the year 17 19^ the celebrated poem or ballad of 
HardykmUe, first appeared at Edinburgh, at '^ a frag- 
ment," in a folio pamphlet of twelve pages. 

RlTSON* 
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swallowed by many readers,* as ahcient fragments 
of old poemi^. This beautiful plaintive tune 
was composed by Mr. M*Gibbon, the selector 
of a collection of Scots tunes. 

R. R. 

In addition to the observations on Gill Morris, 
I add, that of the songs which Capt. Riddel 
mentions, Kennethand Duncan are juvenile com- 
positions of Mr. M^Kenzie, The Man of Feel- 
ing. — M'Kenzie's father shewed them in MSSi 
to Dr^ Blacklock, as the productions of his son,- 
from which the Doctor rigbtly prognosticated 
that the young poet would make in his more 
advanced years, a respectable iigure in the worlii 
of letters. i 

This I had from Blacklock. 



Tibbie Dunbar. 



This tune is said to be the composition of 
John M*Gill, fiddler, in Girvan. He called it 
after his own name. 



When 
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When Z upon thy Bosom, lean. 

This song was the work of a very worthy, fa- 
cetious old fellow, John Lapraik, late of Dal- 
fram, near Muirkirk; which' little property he 
was obliged to sell in consequence of some con- 
nexion as security for some persons concerned 
in that villanous bubble, the ayr bank. He 
bas often told me that he composed this song 
one day when his wife had been fretting o'er 
their misfortunes,* 



Mj, 



* This is the very song ^' that some kind husband had 
addrest to some sweet wife/^ alluded to with such exquisite 
delicacy in the Epistle to J. Lapraik. 

'^ There was ae sang amang the rest, 
** Aboon them a' it pleased me best, 
*^ That some kind husband had addrest 

*' To some sweet wife : 
'' It thrilled the heart-strii^s thro' the breast, 

« A' to the life/' 



* When I upon thy bosom lean, 

And fondly clasp thee a' my ain, 
I glory in the sacred ties 

That made us ane^ wha ance were twain : 

* A mutual 



»«4 

M^ Horn/ was a Gallant ga^ 
Tune, Highlander's Lament. 

TsE oldest title 1 ever h«ar4 to iim air was, 
*< The Highland Watch's Farewel to Ireland." 
The chorus I picked up from an old woman in 
Punblane ; the rest of the Song is mine. 



The 



* A mutual flame inspires us beith^ 
The tender look, the melting kiss : 

Even years shall ne'er destroy our love 
But only gie us change o' bliss. 

^ Hae I a wish ? its a' for thee ; 

I ken thy wish is me to pT^se ; 
Our moments pass sae smooth away/ 

That numbers on us look and gaze, 
Weel pleas'd they see our happy days, 

Nor envy's sel finds augbt to blame ; 
And ay when weary cares arise. 

Thy bosom stilt shall be my hame, 

^ III lay me there, and take my rest, 

And if that aught disturb iny dear, 
I'll bid her laugb her cares away. 

And beg her not to dmp ^. tear ; 
Hae I a jo^ ! its. a' hef aip;. 

United still her heai^ ap4 Wn^t 
Thp/jre lik,^ the woQ^bine. rpimd. the; tf^,^ 

That's twin'd till death shall them disjoin.' 
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The Highland Character. 

Ttuis tune was the ecHoposition of Gen. Reid, 
a^ called by him '' The Highland, or 42d Regi^ 
ttient's March/' 

The words are by Sir Harry Erskine. 



Leader Hat^hs and Yarrow. 

There is in several collections, the old song 
of Leader Haughs and Yarrow. It seems to 
have been the work of one of our itinerant 
minstrels, as he calls himself, at the conclusion 
of his soQg* " Minstrel JBurnr 



The Tailor f^l thro^ the Bed, TIdmMe an" a. 

This air is the march of the Corporation of 
Tailors. The second and fourth stanzas are 
mine. 



Beware 
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Beware o* Bonie Awn. 

I COMPOSED this song out of complimtet ito 
Miss Ann Masterton, the daughter of my iRbnd/ 
Allan Masterton, the author of the air of Strath- 
allan's Lament, and two or three others in this 
work. 

Ye gallants bright I red you rights 

Beware o' bonie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae Ifu' o' grace, 

Your heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright, like stars by night, 

Her sk^in is \\ke the swan; 
Sae jimply lac'd her genty waist. 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move, 

And pleasure leads the van: 
In a' their charms, and conquering arms, 

They wait on bonie Ann. 
The captive bands may chain the hands. 

But love enslaves the man : 
Yegall^Ubraw.Ir^V-ouaV 

Bew&re o' bonie Ann. 



This 
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This is no mine ain House. 

The firdt half-stanza is old^ the rest is Jtam* 
say's. The old vrords are — 

O this is no mine ain house. 

My ain house, my ain house; 
This is no mine ain house, 

I ken by the frggin '^'t. " 

There's bread and cheese are my door-cheeks, 
Are my door-cheeks, are my door-cheeks; 

There's bread and cheese are my door-cheeks, 
And pan-cakes the riggfiil <^t. 

This is no my ain wean ; 

My ain wean, my ain wean ; 
This is no my ain wean, 

I ken by the greetie o't. 

111 tak the curchie aff my head, 

Aff my head, afF my head ; 
I'll tak the curchie afF my head. 

And row't about the feetie o't. 

The tune is an old Highland air, called Shuan 
iruish wtUighan. 

Laddie^ 
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LaddiCy lie near me. 
This song is by Blacklook. 



The Gardener wi his Paidle* 

Tbib air id the Grardener's March. The tide 
of the song only is old; th^ rest is mine. 

When rosy May comes in wi' flowers, 
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers ; 
Then busy, busy are his hours. 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. ^f^^V 

The crystal waters gently fa'; 
The merry birds are lovers a'; 
The scented breezes round him blaw. 
The gard'ner wi' hiB paidle. 

Wheti 



* This is the original of the song that appears( iti Dn 
Curriers ed. vol. iv.-p. 103; it is there called Dainty 
Davie. 
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When purple morning starts the hare 
To steal^pon her early fare ; 
Then thro' the dews he maun repair,, . 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 

When day expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws of nature's rest : 
He flies to her arms he lo'es best, 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 



The JDay returns^ my Bosom b^ms. 
Tune, Seventh of November. 

I COMPOSED this song out of compliment to 
one of the happiest and worthiest married cou- 
ples in the world, Robert Riddel, Esq. of Glen- 
riddel, and his lady. At their fire-side [ have 
enjoyed oiore pleasant evenings than at all the 
houses of fasjiionable people in this country put 
together ; and to their kindness and hoi^kality 
I am indebted for many of the happiest hourfii 
of my life. 



The 



i 
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The Gaberlunzie Man^ 

The GaberluHzie-Man is supposed to cdm- 
memorate an intrigue of James the Vth. Mr. 
Callander of Craigfortli, published some years 
ago, an edition of " Christ's Kirk on the Green/' 
and the " Gaberluhzie-Mau," with notes critical 
and historical. James the- Vth is said to have 
been fond of Gosford, in Aberlady Parish, and 
that it was suspected by his cotemporaries, that 
in his frequent excursions to that part of the 
country he had other purposes in view besides 
golfing and archery. Three favorite ladies, San- 
dilands, Weir, and Oliphant (one of them re- 
sided at Gosford, and the others in the neigh- 
bourhood), were occasionally visited by their 
royal and gallant admirer, which gave rise to the 
following satirical advice to his Majesty, from 
Sir David Lindsay, of the Mount; Lord Lyon.f 

, Sow not your seed on Sandylands, 
Spend not your strength in Weir, 
And ride not on an Elephant, 
For spoiling o' your gear. 



My 



* A wallet-man, or tinker, who appears to have been 
formerly a jack of all trades, 
f .Sir David was LJon King-at-Jrm, under James V. 
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Mif bonnie Mary. 

This air is Oswald's ; the first half^tanza of 
the song is old, the rest mine. 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine, 

Atf fill it in a silver tas^ ; 
That I may drink before T go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie ; 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith ; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the fefry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun lea'e my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready ; 
The shouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
JBut it's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad make me langer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shouts o' war that's heard afar. 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary.* 



The 



* This song, which Biiros here acknowledges to hjC^ his 
own, was first introduced by him in a letter to Mrs Dan«» 
lop; as two old stanzas. 

Ste LeUersp vol. ii. p. 188. 



272 



The Black Eagle. 



This song is by Dr. Fordyce, whose merits 
a prose writer are well known. 



Jamie came try me. 
This air is Oswald's ; the song mine. 



Hke lazy Mist. 
This song is mine. 



lAiAa 



Joknie Cape. 



This satirical song was composed to comme- 
morate General Cope's defeat at Preston Pans, 
in 1745, when he marched against th^' Clans. 

The air was the tune of an old song, of which 
I Kate heard some verses, but now only remem- 
lirr thf* title, which was. 

Will yn go the coals in the morning. 



«<^M 




Have 
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/ love my Jemii 

This air is by Marshal; the song I composed 
out of compliment to Mrs. Bums. 

N. B. It was during the honey-moon. 



Cease f cease, my dear Friend, to explore. 

The song is by Dr. Blacklock ; I believe, but 
am not quite certain, that the air is his too. 



mtmtm 



Auld Robin Gray. 



This air was formerly called, " The Bride- 
groom grefets when the Sun gangs down." 



Donald and Flora. 



This is one of those fine Gaelic tunes, pre- 
served from time immemorial in the Hebrides ; 

T they 
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they seem to be the ground-work of many of our 
finest Scots pastoral tunes. The words of this 
song were written to commemorate the unfor- 
tunate expedition of General Burgoynein Ame- 
ricj|,in 1777. 



O were I an Pamassvs^ Hill. 

This air is Oswald's: the song I made out of 
compliment to Mrs. Burms. 



The Captive Ribband. 



\» ..If' 



This air is called Robie donna Gorach. 



» 



There's a Youth in this City. 

This air is claimed by Neil Gow, who calls 
it his lament for his brother. . The first half- 
stanza of the song is old ; the rest is mine. 



., w There's 
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There's a youth in this city, it were a great pity 

That he froin our lasses should wander awa ;' 
For he's bcmie and braw> weei-feyor'd with a', 

And his hair has a natural bucikle and a'. 
His coat is the hue of his bonnet sae blue ; 

His fecket* is white as the new-driven snaw; 
His hose they are blae, and his shoon like the 
slae, 

And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a\ 
His coat is the hue, &c. 

For beauty and fortune the lacj^die's been courtin ; 
Weel-featar'd, weel^tifcfcW^^^ w^ mounted 
and !*aw ; . 

But chiefly theisiller, that gars hin& gang till her, 
The peibtnie's the jewel that beautifies a'.— ^ 
There's Meg wi' the maifih, that fain wad a haen 
hiin, 
And Susy whase daddy was Laird o' the ha'; 
l^ere'g^ l^g-toe^rd Nancy maist fetters his 
fettby, 
-^But the foddie's dear sel he Ib'es deai^t 
of a'. 



\ 
*/ 



. . . > ' . 



i s-'. . 



My 



* Feckei'^T^im mider-waistcoat with sleeves. 

T 2 
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My Heart's in the Highlands^ 

The first half-stanza of this song is old ; the 
rest is mine. 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not 

here; 
My heart's in the Highlands a chasing the deer; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe. 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 
I Farewel to the Highlands^ farewel to the Norths 
The birth-place of valor, the country of worth ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love^ 

Farewel to the mountains high cover'd with snow ; 
Farewel to the strains and green vallies bdo w : 
Farewel to the forests and wild-hanging wckkIs; 
Farewel to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not 

here, 
My heart's in the Highlands a chasing the deer: 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe. 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 



Ca' 
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Ca the ISittes to the Knowes. 



This beautiful song is m the true old Scotch 
taste, yet 1 do not know that either air, or 
words, were in print before. 



The Bridal o't. 



This song is the work of a Mr. Alexander 
Ross, late schoolmaster at Lochlee ; and author 
of a beautiful Scots poem, called the Fortunate 
Shepherdess. 



Todlen Hame. 



This is perhaps the first bottle song that ever 
was composed. 



IxJM 

The Braes o' BallochmyU. 

This air is the composition of my friend Al- 
lan Masterton, in Edinbui^h. I composed the 
verses on the amiable and excellent family of 
Whitefoord*s leaving Ballochmyle, when Sir 
John's misfortunes had Obliged him to sell the 
estate. 



The 
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The rantin Dog the Daddie o't. 

I COMPOSED this song pretty early in life, and 
sent it to a young girl, a very particular ac- 
quaintance of mine, who was at that time luder 
a cloud. " 

O wha my babie-clouts will buy ? 
Wha will &me when I cry? 
Wha will kiss me whare I lie? 
The rantin dog liie daddie o% — 

Wha will own he did the faut ? 
Wha will buy my groanin-maut ? 
Wha will tell me how to ca't? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't.— 

When I mount the creepi^^hair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair, 
The rantin dog the daddie o't — 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidgin fain ?* 
Wha will kiss me o'er again ? 
The. rantin dog the daddie o't. — 



The 



• Bdgin /am-^Fidgeting with delight— Tickled with 
piMlure. 
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The Shepherd's Preference. 

This song is Blacklock's. — I don't know how 
it came by the^tfame, but the oldest appellation 
of the air, was, " Whistle and I'll come to you 
my lad." 

It has little affinity to the tune commonly 
known by that name. 



The bonie Banks of Ayr. 

I COMPOSED this song as I qonvoyed my chest 
so far on the road tp Greepqck, where I was to 
embark inr a few days for Jamaica* 

I meant it as my farewel Dirge to my ctative 
land.* 



John 



* ^y I had taken t)ie last fitfewel of my few friencjs ; my 
che^ was on the road^ to Greenock; I bad composed the 
last song I should ever measure in Caledoniai The gloomy 
NiglU is gathering fast.'' 

Letter to Dr. Moore, vol. i. p. 35* Dr. Curriers ed. 
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t 

1 



^ John q' Badpiyand. 

This excellent song is the composition of jay 
yroi^hy friend, old j^kion^r, at Linsharjt, 



t 'A Waukrife Minnie. 



I PICKED up this old song and tune from a 
country girl in Nithsdale. — I never met with it 
elsewhere in Scotland. 

Whare are you gapn, my bonie lass, 
Whare are you gaun, my hinnie, 

She answer'd me right saucilie. 
An errand for my mmnie. 

O whare live ye, my bonie lass, 

O whare live ye, my hinnie, 
By yon bum-side, gin ye maun ken. 

In a wee house wi' my minnie. 

But 



* The word9 qf Buros's celebrfitQd Dirgie— beginiiiiq; 
'' Man was made to mourn/* were composecl to tbb 
tone. Jpif • 

t A watchfid motlien 
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But I foor up the glen at e'en, 
* To see my bonie lassie ; 
And lang before the gray mom cam, 
She was na hauf sae saucie. 

O weary fa' the wauknfe cock, 
And the foumart lay his crawin ! 

He wauken'd the auld wife frae her sleep, 
A wee blink or the dawin. t^^vx^u 

An angry wife I wat she raise, 
And o'er the bed she brought her ; 

And wi' a mickle hazle rung -^.i^^J. 
She made her a weel pay's!' dechter. 

O fare thee weel, my bonie lass 
O fare thee weel. my hinnie ! 

Thou art a gay and a bonie lass. 
But thou has a waukrife minnie.'"' 



Ttdlochgarum. 



This, first of songs, is the master-piece of my 
old friend Skinner. He was passing the day, 

at 



^ The editor thinks it respectful to the poet to preserve 
the verses he thus recovered. 
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at the town of CuUen I think it was,, ia a fiiend's 
house whose oame was Mootgomeiy«*-^Mrs. 
Montgomery observing, eh passant^ that the 
beautiful reel of Tullochgorum wanted words, 
she b^ged them of Mr. Skinner, who gratified 
her wishes, and the wishes of every lover* of 
Scottish sOngy in this most excellent ballad.^ 



i v 



These particulars I had from the author's 
son, Bishop Skinner, at Aberdeen. 



For a' that and a' that. 
This song is mine/ all except the chorus. 



Auld hng syn^e. 



Ramsay here, as usual with him, has taken 
the idea of the song, and the first line, from the 
old firagment, which may be seen in the Museum, 
vol. V. 



Willie 



• This is pari; pf the Paro'^ Sono ia Ibe Jolly 
Beooars. 
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bnufd a Peck o\ Maut. 



Tms air is Masterton's ; the song mine. — ^The 
occasion of it was this.-— Mr. Wm. Nicol, of the 
High School, Edinbui^h, during the autumn 
vacation being at Mofiat, honest Allan, who 
was at that time on a visit to Dalswinton, and I 
went to pay Nicol a visit. — ^We had such a joy- 
ous meeting that Mr. Masterton and I agreed, 
esioh in our own way, that we should celebrate 
the business. 



KiUHecrankie. 



The battle of Killiecrankie was the last stand 
mside by the Clans for James» aftca* his abdica- 
tion. Uere the galjla^t Lord P^ndee fell in th^: 
n^on^e^t of victory^ ^d with l^iia fe}l the h^p^ 
of the party .-rr-Genei^ l\f ^Kay^ when he found 
m^ Highlanders di4 not pursue his flying 
army, said, ** Dundee must be kill^ or he 
never would have overlooked this advantage." — 
A gi^t stone marks the spot wh^e Dundee 
fell. 



The 
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The Erne wf the crooked Horn. 



Another excellent song of old Skinner's. 



Craigie-bum Wood. 

It is remarkable of this air, that it is the con- 
fine of that country where the greatest part of 
our Lowland music (so far as' from the title, 
words, &c. we can localize it), has been com- 
posed. From Craigie-bum, near Moffat, until 
one reaches the West Highlands, we haye scarce- 
ly one slow air of any antiquity. 

The song was composed on a passion which 
a Mr. Gillespie a particular friend of mine, had 
for a Miss Lorimer, afterwards a Mrs. Whdp- 
dale. — The young lady was bom at Craigie- 
bum-wood.— The chorus is part of an old focrf- 
ish ballad. — 

Beyond thee^ deariej beyond thee, dearie^ 
And O to he lying beyond thee^ 

O sweetly^ soundly^ weel may he sleep. 
That's laid in the bed beyond thee. 

Sweet 
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Sweet closes the eyening on Craigie-bum-wood, 

And blythely awakens the morrow; 
But the pride of the spring in the Craigie-bum- 
wood, 
Can yield me to nothing but sorrow. 
Beyond thee, Sfc. 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But pleasure they hae nane for me, 

While care my heart is wringing. 
Beyond thee, ^c. 

I canna tell, I maun na tell, 

I dare na for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it langer. 
Beyond thee, ^c. 

I see thee gracefu', straight and tall, 

I see thee sweet and bonie, 
But oh, what will my torments be, 

If thou refuse thy Johnie ! 
Beyond thee, Sfc. 

To see thee in anither's arms. 

In love to lie and languish, 
Twad be my dead, that will be se^^ 

My heart wad burst wi' anguish. 
Beyond thee^ ^c. 



But 
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But Jeanie» Bay thou wilt be ttim^. 
Say, thou lo'es nane before me ( 

And a' my dayi^ o' \\k to come 
I'll gratefully adore thee. 
^e^vndthee, ^c. 



Frae the Friends nnd Land I love. 

I ADDED the four last lines by way of giving 
a turn to the theme of the poem, such as it is. 

Frae the friends and l)^d I love, 

Driv'n by fortune's refty^pite; 
Frae my best belov'd I rove, 

Never mair to taste delight. 
Never inair maun hope to find 

Ease frae toil, relief frae care. 
When remembrance racks the mind, 

Pleasures but unveil despair. 



• .• V 



Brightest climes shajlnurk appear. 

Desert ilka blooniing shore; ; 
Till the fates, nae mair Revere, 

Friendship, love, and peace, restore* 
Till revenge wi' kmrel'd^head 

Bring our bahish'd Ikdme s^in ; 
And ilk loyal, bonie ladi • 

Cross the seas ami win'- his ain. 



•^ 'I ■ ^>n^ V ■' ■ ''- 



HughU 
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Hughie Graham. 

There are several editions of this ballad. — 
This, here inserted, is from oral tradition in 
Ayrshire, where, when I was a boy, it was a 
popular song. — ^It, originally, had a simple old 
tune, which I have foi^otten. 

Our lords are to the mountains gaiie, 

A hunting o' the &llow deer, 
And they hate gripet Hughie Graham, 

For stealing o' the bishop's mare. 

And they have tied him hand and foot. 
And led him up, thro' Stirling town ; 

The lads and lasses met him there^ 
Cried, Hughie Graham thou'rt a loun. 

O lowse my right hand free, he says. 
And put my braid sword in the same; 

He's no in Stirling town this day. 
Dare tell the tale to Hughie Grahaiti. 

Up then bespake the brave Whitefoord, 
As he sAt by the Ushop's knee, 

Five hundred white stots I'll gie you. 
If ye'U let Hughie Graham free. 

/ O baud 
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O haud your tongue, the bishop says, 
And wi' your pleading let me be; 

For tho' ten Grahams were in his coat, 
Hughie Graham this day shall die. 

Up then bespake the £etir Whitefoord, 
As she sat by the bishop's knee ; 

Five hundred white pence I'll gie you^ 
If ye'll gie Hughie Graham to me. 

O hand your tongue now lady fair, 
And wi' your pleading let it be; - 

Altho' ten Grahams were in his coat, 
Its for my honor he maun die. 

They're ta'en him to the gallows knowe, * 

He looked to the gallows tree^ 
Yet never colour left his cheek, 

Nor ever did he blink his e'e. 

At length he looked round about, 

To see whatever he c6uld spy : 
And there he saw his auld £a,ther. 

And he was weeping bitterly, 

O haud your tongue, my £sither dear. 
And wi' your weeping let it be ; 

Thy weeping's sairer on my heart. 
Than a' that they can do to me. 

And 
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And ye may gie my brother John, 
My sword that's beint in the jmiddle clear ; 

And let him come at twelve o'clock, 
An4 see merpay the bishop's mare., 

And ye may gie my brother James, 

My sword that's bent in the middle brown; 

And bid him come at four o'clock, 
And see his brother Hugh cut down. 

Remember me to Maggy my wife, 

The neist tii^e ye gang o'er the moor, 
Tell hei' she staw the bishop's mare, 
r Tell; her she was the bishop's whore; 

And ye may tell my kith and Jcin, * 
' I never did disgrace their blood ; 
And when they meet the bishop's cloak 
To mak it shorter by the hood.* 



A Southland 



^ Bums did not chtise to be quite correct in' statiag that 
this copy of the ballad of Hughie Graham is prin^ from 
oral tradition in. Ayrshire. The fact is, that four ot the 
stanzas are either akered or super-added, by himselfr^ 

Of this number the third and eighth are original; the 

u ninth 



# ■ 
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A Southland Jenny. 

This is a popular Ayrshire song, thcmgb the 
notes were never taken down before. — It, as well 
as many of the ballad tunes in this coUection^ 
was writtoi from Mrs* Bums's voice. 



% 



'^— " 



wibmmm0mi^mm^mm^,^mmmmmmmmmmmimm^mm0^i^mmmJkmk4mmt^ 



ninth and tenth have received bis correcliovM* Periiaps 
pathos was never more touching than in the picture of the 
hero singling out his poor aged father from the crowd of 
spectators; and the simple grandeur of preparatioa for 
this afflicting circumstance in the verse that immediatelj 
precedes i(> is matchless. 

That the reader may properly aj^eciate the value of 
Bump's touches^ I here subjoin two verses from the most 
correct copy of the ballad, as it is printed in the Border 
Mimtreky^ vol. ii. p. 324. 

'' He looked over hit left shonUcr 

Ami for to see irimt he might see; 
There wne he awast of his anld father, 

CS^me MariBg fait hair most fHteewlie. 



''Obald 
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M^^ocher's the JewetJ^ 

Tuf s tune is dlaitted by Nathairirf Golt.— It 
is ir(rtoriotii^iy takeh tr<m^' Tfee Mtickitt tf Geor- 
ffie^s By?e/*— It is rfsd io be fotittd, f oUg prfof ti* 
Nathaniel Gow's aera, in Aird's iSdebtioii of AiM 
and Marches, the first edition, under the name 
of, " The Highway to Edinburgh.'' 



[y 



Then guid Wife cpunf the Lamn, 

iTnt chorus of this h pB,tt <tf a« 6ld i^otag, 
^Mf sttasia c^ whieb I fetcileet. 

Etery d*y itiy wife tells me 
Tbat a;le si^d bra»d!y will rain Hie; 
But if gEde liquor be mly dead^ 
This sb^ be written o» my head.^i— 
O gude wife county Sfc. 



Tkm^'tt 



^^ O hald yocir txxapsbf tBj MM, be sag^y 
Ailcl flee diAt je dfalDft. weep fjNE^ aie! 

For tbey may ravish me o' my life^ 
But they camm bawh me from heayen hie!'' 

* 7Wik0f^--^Maniii^e'|i6rtioii« 
u2 
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There'll never he Peace till Jcmie comes Hame. 
, This tune is sometimes called — " There's 

h * ■ . ■ 

" few ffude Fellows when Willie's awa." — But I 

* , • -^ *^. . . . . . . ■ ' 

never have been able to meet with any thing else 
of the song than the title. 



r ■ ' 



/ da confess thou art sasfair. ^ 

This song i^ altered from a poem by Sir 
Hobert Ay ton, private secretary to Mary and 
Anne, queens of Scotland. The poem is to be 
found in James Watson's Collection of! Scots 
Poems, , the earliest collection printed in Scot- 
land. I think that J have iniprbved the simpli- 
city of -the sentiments, . by giving them a ^cots 
dress. .:,■•. .;.. 

L da confess thou art so fair, 

I wad been o'er the lugs in luve ; 
Had I nsi, ' found ^the islightest praya* ')> ^ 

That lips could speak, thy heart could muve. 

* • 

^" '■'.... ' ' ■ ■ , . 

I do confess thee street,* but find' * 

Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets, 

Thy 



•^ ^ 
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Thy favors are the silly ifvind 
That kisses ilka tHingit meets. 

See y6nder rose-bud, rich in dew, 
Amang its native briers sae coy, 

How sane it tines its scent and hue 
When pu'd and worn a common toy ! 

Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 
Tho' thou may gayly bloom a while; 

Yet sune thou shalt be thrown aside, 
Like ony common weed and vile.* 



y ♦ 



The 



* The following are the old words of this song : 

I do confess thou 'rt smooth and fiiir^ 

And I might have gone near to love thee ; 

Had I not found the slightest prayer ' 
That lips could speak, had power to move the#; 

But I can let thee now alone 

As worthy to be lov'd by none. 

I do confess thouVt sweet, yet find ' 

Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets, 
Thy fiivoiirs are but like the wind 

That kisseth every thbg it meets. •'■ ^ 

And since thou can'st with more than one, 
Tbou'rt wmthy to be kisfl'd by none. ^ 

- ■' lie 



Wi 



The Sogifff LaddU. 

The first verse of this is old ; the rast is hj 
Ramsay. — The tune seems to be the saioa with 
a slow air, called, '^ Jacky Hume's JLiSueat"--^ 
or, " The HoUin Buss'^r-fror, '^ Ken ye what Meg 
o' the Mill has gotten ?'' 



r ^ ; J .•.. ■ ■. ;» * j i n mm ^* 



Where 



The moniiiig rose^ that untouched stands,. 

Ann*d with her briers, how sweetly smells ! 
But plucked and strain'd through ruder handSj^ 

Her sweet no longer with h^r dwells^ 
But scent and beauty both are gone. 
And leaves fall frpni Ij^f, ^m hf on^t 

Such iate, ere lopg, ^yJU thise j^tide^ 

Wlmn ihPM hast b^M heiei) ^nvh&P I 
like sere-flowers to be thjr9\vn a;9}de, 

And I shall sigh, wb^/e 9091^ '^'iji. Jf^ile, 
To see thy love to every one 
Hath brought thcQ p^ \^ loy'4 \^ ^?9P(? ! 

This song may be sf(w jn P^ayfpr^> 9fi^(^ 4yfrf^, lp59, 
fc^o, under the title af 9i *^ 3j9W t9 f^ f9 Wibg9 



It is also printed i^fitfif'i %mmmilfth* m%fy^i»h 
^Ppets, vol. ^ii. p. 325. 
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Whert wad bonis Annie lie. 

^ 

The old name of this tune is, — 
" Whare'U our Gudeman lie." 
A eilly old stanza of it runs thus*— 

O whare'U our gudeman lie, 
Gudeman lie, gudeman lie, 

O whare'U our gudeman lie^ 
Till he shute o'er the simmer ? 



/ 



Up amang the hen-bawks. 
The hen-bawks, the hen-bawks, 

Up amang the hen-ba^ks 
Among the rotten timmeh 



O&UowQ^ Tom. 

I HAYS se^n an interlude (acted at a wedding) 
to this tune, called " The Wooing of the Maiden." 
— ^These entertainments are now much worn out 
in this part of Scotland.— -Two are still retained 
in Nithsdale, viz. Jill; Pure Auld Glenae, and 
this one, " The Wooing of the Maiden." 



^ "^r * 



.As 
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As I cam datvn by yon Castle! Wall. 
This is a very popular Ayrshire song. 



Lord Ronald my Son. 

This air, a very favorite one in Ayrshire, 
is evidently the original of Lochaber. — In this 
* manner, most of our finest more modern airs 
have had their origin. Some early minstrel, or 
musical shepherd, composed the simple artless 
original air; which being picked up by the more 
learned musician, took the improved form it 
bears. 



O'er the Moor amarig the Heather.^ 

This song is the composition of a Jean Glo>- 
ver, a girl who was not only a whore, but also 
a thief; and in one or other character has visited 
most of the Correction Houses in the West 
—She was born 1 believe in Kilmarnock,— I 

took 



■» ^ 



^ Probably some of my readers \vill be curious to ^ee 

this production ; I here subjoin it :*-- 

■■.■'■ . -. , . . . . ', 



Comin thro' the craigs o' Kyle, 
Amaog the bonnie blooming heather, 
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took the song down from her singing as she was 
strolling through the country, with a slight-of- 
hand blackguard. 



? 



To 



There I met a bonnie lassie. 
Keeping a' her yowes thegither, 
(yer the moor amang the heather, 
O'er the moor amang the heather, 
There I met a bonnie lassie. 
Keeping d her yowes thegither, 

Says I my dearie where is thy hame. 
In moor or dale pray tell me whether i 
She says, I tent the fleecy flocks 
That feed amang the blooming heather. 
(yer the moor, S^c, 

We: laid us down upon a bonk, 
Sae warm and sunny was the weather. 
She left her flocks at large to rove 
Amang the bonnie blooming heather. 
(yer the moor, S^c, 

While thus we lay she sang a sang, 
Till echo rang a mile and farther, 
And ay the burden o' the sang 
Was o'er the moor amang the heather. 
(yer the moor,, Sfc* 



She 



2^6 



To the Rose Sud. 

This song is the composition of a John- 

30ny a joiner in the neighbourhood of Belfast. — 
The tune is by Oswald, altered, evidently, from 
Jockie's Gray Breeks. 



Yon wild mossy Mountains. 

This tune is by Oswald. The song alludes 
to a part of my private history, which it is^ of no 
consequence to the world tp Ij^niQw. 

Yon wild mossy mountamfii 8ae lofty and wide. 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde, 

Where 



She cbarm'd my h^irt, mkI aje feionjne, 
I could na think oa any ilher ; 
By sea and sky tkte eliall be mine i 
The bomiie lass amang the heather. 
(yp' the moor, ifc. 
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Wfaete ihe groufie Lead their coveys thro' the 

heather to feed, 
Ami the Bhq^herd tmt» hw flock u he pipes on 

hiBreed: 

Where the grouse j ^c. 

Not Gowrie*s rich valley, nor Forth's sunny 

shores. 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, moisy moors ; 
For there, bf a laody, ai^ seqqester'4 streau}, 
Residcsasweet lassie, my thought and my dr?o.|Q« 

Anang thae wild mountains shall stiU be my 

path, 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow 

strata ; 
For there, wi' my J^e, the day lang I rove. 
While o'er us unheeded, flie the swift hours 

o* love. 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is &ir ; 
O' nice education but sma* is her share ; 
Her parentage humbly as humble can be; 
But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me.* 



Tt> 



* <' I love my love because I know my love loves ttie/' 

Maid in Bedlam. 



sob 

To beauty what man but maun yield him 4 

prize, 
In her armour of glances, and blushes; and sigha; 
And when wit and refinement hae po^afaed her 

darts, 
They dazzle our een, as they flie to our hearts. 



' X 



But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond spark- 
Img ee, ^ ": .. 

Has lustre outshining the diamond to me; : 1 

And the heart-beating love, as IWidasp'd in 
her arms, 

O5 these are my lassie's all-conquering charm^ 






« I I • -t 



It is nay Jeanj thy^banieFace. ^ ^ 

These were originally English verses: — I 
gave them their Scots dress. 



• ■> 



Eppie M'Nah: 



The old song witb this title, has more wit 
than decency. 



•♦ t 



Wha 
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Wha if that at my SoteerlJloor. 

f. . .■ I . : . . ^ • . , . • » • • • 

This tuile is also known by the name of. 
" Lass an I come near thee," The words are 
mine. 



Wha is that at my Jbower door ? 

O wha is it but Findlay ; 
' Then gae your ^te^ye'se nae be here ! 

Indeed maun I, quo' FindlAy, 
What mak ye sae like a thief! 

O come and see, quo' Findlay ; 
Before the mom ye'U work mischief; 

Indeed will 1, quo' Findlay. 






Gif I rise and let you in ? V 

: . L^jet me;in, quo' Findlay ; 

Ye'U keep me waukin wi\your din ; 

Indeed will 1, quo' Findlay. 
In my bower if ye, should stay ?! 

Let me stay, qyo' Findlay; . , . 
I fe^ ye'U bid^ tm.br^Jc o' day ; 

Indeed will;I,;iq^o' Findlay. . i 

Here this night if ye remain, 
I'll remain, quo' Findlay ; 
1 dread ye'U learn the gate again ; 
^ I^eed. will I, quo' Findlay; , 



} I 



1 1 



What may pass i^rithin this bower, 
Let it pttSi^ <|ifO^ FmiHajr ; 

Ye maun conceal 'till your last hour ; 
indted will I^ ^pM' f^^ay t 



Thou art gone mm. 



This tune is the same .with '' Haud aw^ frae 
me, Donald." 



iPhe tears I skid imH etetfa^. 

This song of genius was composed by a 
Miss Cranston.* it wsnt^l htkt lia^ <b make 
all the stanzas smiti Aie muMe, wlndh I added, 
and are tfce fMr fijrat <xf tli^ l^jst sPt^Ma^. 



No cold afpiioiieb, lio AlMrM flui^n; 
Just what WfMM lliaki^ nxOfk^im stiM ; 
No pause iie diM ^tX^tsuM beiwceV^ 
He made me blMt--4Mid Ir0k« tiiyf bMtrt! 



.■» ■■ I ' » 



* Thb lac^ ii fi#^ aiiitied U)^ Pi^tifedscPf Di^Id 



^M 



The home wee Taking. 

CoKf^b^fiO m my Kttteidol, '' Tl» thkfmr 
kig, Idvely Bwtmr 



The titJkr Mom. 

Thi9 tone is or%ittaUy firoiQ tke HigUatidsb — 
I have heard a Gaelic song to it; iwrhich I wa» 
told wa& very clever, but not by any meaiMi a 
lady'is 90Dg. 



«MMte 



^ Mother's Lament /or the Death of her S^m 

This most beautiful tuad is, I Aaak,. the hap- 
piest compoaitfob of that b8trd4M> vi» geaiw^ John 
RiddaL, ol'th^ fantly of Glencaradck, sAJkyr. — 
The words. UFar^'compoaed to conHHieaiol*ate the 
much lamented, and premature death of James 
Fei^^uMOja^ Esq. jiML. iff CHaigdanroohr 



HW Iip ^ i ^ yt^ OiHW 



Daintie 
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IXaintie Davie. 

. This song, tradition says, and the composi- 
tion itself confirms it, was composed on the ftev. 
David WilliaiQSon's b^etting the daughter of 
Lady Cherrytrees with child, while a party 
of dragoons were searching her |iouse to ap- 
prehend him for being an adhereat to the so- 
lemn league and covenant. — ^The pious woman 
had put a lady's night-cap on him, and had laid 
him arbed with her own daughter, and passed 
him to the soldiery as a lady, her daughter's bed- 
fellow. A mutilated stanza or two are to be 
found in Herd's collection, but the original 
song consists of five or six stanzas, and were their 
delicacy equal to their wit and humour ^ they 
would merit a place in any collection. — ^The 
first stanza is, — 

Being pursued by the dragoons, 
r Within. my bed he was laid down; 

And wed I wat he was worth his room^ 
For he was my daintie Davie. 

* 

Ramsay's song, Luckie Nansie, though he cftlls 
it an old song with additions, seems to be all 
jbis own, except the chorus : 

^ I was 



9W 

I.#ii^^ NMfki. iwMm f^tmsatii 
A«ld f imogf wtA WBg Hdhe ntm^ 
Smt yt ^d aefttt ibeoyr jbm. 

-.-■■' ■ • I.I 

Which I should f:(m^!ijctmitto^^\^ 
{irior to the affair of Williamson. 



JSoi^ p* JOumbfane. 



Raimsa Y, as ttstm!, has modernized this soi)g. 
The original, which I learned on lihe s^oi;, from 
liiy old hostess in the principal inn there, h ; . 






Lassie, lend me your braw hemp heckle, ^< J> \ 
And I'll lend you my thripplin-kame; 

My heckle in bro)s;eo^ it qsowa b^ gotten, 
And we'll ^ae dance the bob o' Dumblane. 

Twa gaed to the wood, to the wood, to the wood, 
Twa gaed to the wMdm-dMPee caime hame ; 

A&'itbMiaw^ iKJibl^i, ]«peellM>bbit, weetboMhit^ 
Ah' It be na wed bobbit, wefll bob it a^ain. 

I insert this 9ong to introduce the fpllowipg; 
anecdote^ whichi have heard well autbepticat^. 
In the evenuig of iJiie d^of tib^ battl« of t>m»t* 
him^iSkmffMm^ ivjbM jtke actioa was owm^ 

X al^cots 
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a Scots oflGicer in ArgyleVarmy, observed to His 
Grace, that he was draid the rebels wonld give 
out to the world that they had gotten the victory. 
-^" Weel, weel/' Tetumed his Grace, alluding 
to the foregoing ballad, ^^ if they think it be nae 
weel bobbity we'll bob it again.''* 



* The battle of Dumblane, or Sheriff-Muir, was fought 
the 13th of November^ 1715^ betweea the Earl of Mar, 
for the Chevalier, and the Duke of Argyle, for the govern- 
ment. Beth ^ides claimed the victory, the left ^v^ng of 
ehher army being routed. Ritson observes, it- is yeiy re^ 
markable that the capture of Preston happened on the 
same day. 






NoTfir referred to in page 229. 
A short Account of James Tttleb. 

JambsTyti^br was the son of a country clergyman 
in the presbytery of BrechiB> aiid brother to J>r. Tytler^ 
the translator of Callimachus. He was instructed Jby his 
^Either in classical learning and school divinity, and attained 
an accurate knowledge of the Latin and Greek langua^^es, 
and an extensive acquaintance with biblical literature and 
scholastic theology. Slaving discovered ati early predilecr 
tionfor the medical professions he was put apprentice to a' 
siugeon BuForftf^j^aodiifterwards jmbI Io attend- flie Ine- 
^r : dical 
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^dical classes at Edinburgh. While a medical studdTt^ 
lie cultivated experimental chemistry and controversial 
theology with equal assiduity. Unfortunately his religioufs 
opinions^ not deemed orthodox, or caWinistical, connected 
bim with a society of Glassites, and inv6lved him in a mar-^ 
riage with a member of the £(ociety, which terminated in a 
separation. He now settled at Leith, as an apothecary, 
depending on the patronage of hits religious conneiiions ; 
but his separation from the society, which happened sood 
after, with an unsteadiness that was natural to him, dis. 
appointed his expectations. When he ceased to be a Gh^- 
site, he ceased not to be a firm believer in the Christian 
revelation, and a ssiealous advocate of genuine Christianity ; 
but be never afterwards held communion with any denomi- 
tiation of Christians. The neglect of his business was the 
unavoidable consequence of his attention to religious dis- 
sensions; and having contjjpcted debts to a considerable 
amount, he was obliged to remove to Berwick, ntid after- 
wards to Newcastle. In both places he was employed in 
preparing chemical medicines for the druggists; but the 
liberality of his employers being insufficieut to preserve an 
increasing family from the evils of penury, he returned to 
Edinburgh, in the year 1772, in extreme poverty, and 
took refuge from the mole station of his creditors within 
the precincts of the sanctuary of Holyrood House, where 
debtors are privileged from arrests. At this period his 
wife deserted him and tiieir five children, the youngest only 
six months old, and returned to her relations. He solaced 
himself for the privation of domestic happiness by com- 
posing a humorous, ballad, entitled, '^ The^ Pleasures of 
the Abbey ^^ which was his first attempt in poetry. In 
ia description of its inhaUtants, the author himself is 
introduced in the l6th and 17tb stanzas. In the avocation 

X 2 of 
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of an author by profession, which he f/u now eomp^^fl 
to assume, he displayed a versatility of talent and a facili^ 
in writing unexampled in the transactions of the press* 
He commenced his literary career by a publication entitled 
*^ Essays on the mast important Subjects of natural qnii 
*^ revealed Religion/' which issued from the ^ylum f^ 
debtors, under the peculiar circumstances of beii^ corn*- 
posed by himself, at the printing case, from his own coih 
ceptions, without a manuscript before him, and wrought 
off at a press of his own construction, by hb own h^n^ 
He left this singular work, which was to be complete^ ig 
two volumes 8vo. unfinished, and tti^ed aside, to attack 
the opinions of a new religious set, called Bereans, in 
*^ a Letter to Mr. John Barclay on the Doctrine of 
Assurance/' in which he again performed the functions 
of author, compositor, and pressman. He neiit set forth^ 
with such assistance as he coiild find, a monthly publica*^ 
tion, entitled, '^ The Gentleman and Ladies Magazine," 
which was soon abandoned for ^* The Weekly Review/' 
a literary miscellany, which, in its turn, was discontinued 
in a very short time. These publicitionSi un^voida^bly 
disfigured with many typographical deformities, made him 
known to the booksellers; and from them he afters 
wards found constant employment in compiUtions, i^bridg* 
ments^ transUtions, and miscellaneous essays. He now 
ventured to leave' the miserable apartments which he had 
long occupied in die sanctuary for debtons, for niore 
comfortable lodgings, first at Sestalrig, and afterwards 
in the city ; and if his prudence and steadiness had beef 
equal to his talents and indjustry, he might hfive earned 
by his Ubours a complete maintenance, which nevter 
fell to his lot As be wrote for subsistence^ iH>t from 
the vanity of anthorship, ha viraii esogf^ei, ii| nwqr voflo 

vdiich 



f I 
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t^'kich Werfe Knonyoioit^, and in others which appeared with 
this imtae^ 6f bid ediployers. H6 is Iditor or author of 
fbt follOWitt^ #orks : '' Thi WteMy Mirror y" a periodical 
l^bBc^fioh ^Ubh b^n in t780. ^^ d System of Geo^ 
grtiphyr iU W6. *' u4 Histbry of Edinburgh;' \^mo. 
^ A (jre^tdpHlcitly tiUtoricdl, itnd Comniercial Grdm^ 
f3Wr^" 2 ifOi. Bio. '* A kmtw bf Dritchken's Theory of 
li^fiimdti&h,*' 12/hd. >^ith tf jilrllctic^I dedication. '' Re- 
m^ks oh tl[¥. PinkeHoA*^ IntfoductibH to the History 
df Scbtlithd;^ 8v6. *' A pbttical Tramlation of FirgiPs 
J^kgUik" 4td. *' A gehefdl Index to the Scots Maga- 
xitl^.^ ^ '^ A System of Chemistry,'^ written at the expense 
df i getitliiiAaii i/vkb was to put his hiint to it, unpublished. 
H^ ^arre his ddsii^kihce in preparii^ the System of Ana* 
tOiAfy (>ub1istied by A. Bell, ilnd was an occasional contri- 
M6ifr to tfe^ '* Medical Cbfnmentaries/' and other pe- 
i4odidil pMbfHeatibi^^ at the tinie. Hd was the principal 
cffitdjp <y/ thcf fid edition of the '^ Encyclopedia Britannica/' 
iM fitiislied, with incredible labour, a large proportion 
of th^ tiidre cdnsid^i'dble sdetitific treatises and histories, 
^M iihno^t all flie miti6r Nicies. Ji6 had an apartment 
dM^ed Bim iii the prihtibg-housd, where he performed 
1^ diAc€a of compiler, and corrector of the press, at 
a Mla^ of sixteen shillings a week f When the third edition 
vffA tind6rtidl:en, Ub was engaged as a stated contributor, 
upoli iSit^ liberal ternfi's, and wrote a Ikrger share in the' 
esltly "h^ultie^ thdh is as((fribed to him in the general pre- 
&(^i ti #as hii misfoirtuiie to be cbiitinuaiUy drawn aside 
fi^ Ute b^iiies^ of his emj[yIoyei^ by the delight he took 
in {if^ikMting e)cperiiiients in chethistry, electricity, and 
m^tttiiidi^, iirhich consumed a brge portion of his time 
aiild money. H^ conducted for some time, with success, a 
mtilliifiicturitig process, of which he i^as the inventor ; but 

after 
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;ft^er;he had disclosed hjLs secret to the gentleipan at wb^sft 
expense it was carried on, he was dismissed, without 
pbtainiDg either a share in the business, or a suitable conn 
pensation for his services. ^ H^ was the first in Scotla|i(^ 
who adventured in a fire balloon, constructed upon the; 
plan of Montgolfeir. He asceqded from Pomely Qarden, 
Edinburgh, amidst the acclamations of afi inunense mul^ 
titude, and descended at a distance of a quarter of a mile, 
.owing to spme unforeseen defect in the machinery. Thi^ 
failure of this adventure deprived him of the public 
favour aud applause, and ii|creased his pecuniary diffi^ 
pilties. ^e again had recourse tp his pen for subsistence, 
and amidst the drudgery of writing, and the cares which 
pressed upon him daily, he exhilarated his spirits, at inters 
yals, with a tune on the Irish Bagpipe, which he played 
with much sweetness, interposing occasionally a song 
of his own composition, sung with great animation. A 
solace of this kind was well suited to the simplicity of 
l^is manners, the modesty of his disposition, and the in^ 
tegrity of his character, such as they were before he, 
flufferec) his social propensities to violate the rules of so- 
l^riety. Forgetting his old friends, he associated with 
discontented persons, and entered into a deliberate, 
exposition of the abuses of government in ^ A Pam* 
plilet on the JSxcise," and more systematically in a pe^ 
nodical ppblipation, entitled, ^^ The JJistorical Register/' 
which gratified nialignity by personal invectiv<e and in*, 
temperance of IsuDguage. He was concerped in d^e wild 
irrational plans pf tbp British cpi^vention, and published 
V A hand-bill addressed tp the people " written in so inQamr 
i^atory a style, as rendered him obnoxipus to government.. 
A warrant was issued to apprehend him, and he teft 
his native country and crossed the Atlantic for Americ^,^ 

where 



311 

vrhere he fixed his residence in the town of Salem, in the 
state of Massachusetts, where he established a newspaper 
in connexion with a printer, which he continued till his 
death, which happened in the year 1805, in the 58th year 
of his age. 

The editor cannot dismiss this note without acknowledge 
11^ himself greatly obliged by the communications of Dn 
Robert Anderson, of Edinburgh* 



COMMON PLACE BOOK, 



FRAGMENTS OF LETTERS, 



MISCELLANEOUS 



OBSERVATIONS &c. 



^ 



ROBERT BURNS's 
^COMMON PLACE, or SCRAP BOOK, 



3EGUN IN APRIL, I783» 



i( 



Observations, JIints, Songs, Scraps of 
Poetry, &c. by Robert Burgess; a man who 
had little art in making money, and still l^s 
in keeping it ; but was, however, a man of some 

sense. 



^ It has been the chief object in making this collectioii, 
not to omit any thing which might illustrate the character 
and feelings of the bard at different periods of his life.«-« 
Hence these '' Observations*' are givicn entire from his ma- 
nuscript. — ^ small portion appears in Dr. Currie's edition, 
but the reader will pardon the repetition of it here when he 
considers how much so valuable a paper would lose by 
being given in fragments, and when he recollects that this 
volume may foil into the hands of those who have not the 
opportunity of referring to the large edition of the works* 

This remark will apply equally to other pieces of which 
parts have before been published. 



316 

sense, a great deal of honesty, and unbounded 
good-will to every creature, rational and irra- 
tional. — As he wag btit little ihdebted to scho- 
lastic education, and bred at a plough-tail, his 
pAfdrman^^ Inast be strdtigly titMJtUfed with 
his unpolished, rustic way of life; but as I be- 
lieve they ftre reall j^ Ms oi&Aj it ibAy be some en- 
tertainment to a curious observer of human na- 
ture to see how a plpu^man thinks, and feels, 
under the pressure of love, ambition, anxiety, 
grief, with the like cares and passions, which, 
h6Wfet€r diV^Sified by fli^ modis^ and manners 
tff Iif(&, 6ptrAie pttttf miidh alike, 1 believe, on 

all th6 st>6eies. 

^ There are numbers in the world who do not 
want sense to make a figure, so mtich as ian opi- 
nion of their own abilities to put them ^p<m re- 
cording tbeif observatioBfs^ and ullowing tkera 
the danri^ iittpoFtdRoe Irhicb Hiwy do to thdse 

whicii wppmr m pmt." 

Shihstme. 

^' Pleasing^ when jouth is long expired, to trace 
The forms our pencil, or our pen designed] 

Snch was our youlhful air, and shape, and face. 
Such the soft image of our youthful mind/' ' 

Ibid. 

Notwithstanding 



317 



Jpril, 1783. 



Notwitbatandiag all that has been said against 
love, respecting the foUy and weakness it leads a 
young inexperienced mind into; still I think it 
in a great measure deserves the highest enco^ 
miums that have been passed upon it. If any 
thing on earth deserves the name of rapture or 
transport, it is the feelings of g?een mghteen in 
the company of the mistresis of his heart, Mrh^i 
she repays him with an equal return of affiso* 
lion. 



Augiist. 

There is certainly some connexion between 
love, and music, and poetry ; and, therefore, I 
have always thought it a fine touch of nature, 
that passage in a modem love-composition. 

'^ As towards her colt he jogg'd aloogi 
Her name was frequent in his soog*" 

For my own part I never had the least thought 

or inclination of turning poet till I got once 

heartily in love, and then rhyme and song were, 

' m 
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in a manner the spontaneous language of my 
heart. The following composition was the first 
of my performances, and done at an early pe- 
riod of life, when my heart glowed with honest 
warm simplicity ; unacquainted, and uncorrupt^ 
cd with the ways of a wicked world. The per-* 
formance is, indeed, very puerile and silly; but 
I am always pleased with it, as it recals to my 
mind those happy days when my heart was yet 
honest,, and my tongue was sincere. The sub^ 
ject of it was a young girl who really deserved 
all the praises I have bestowed on her. I not 
only had this opinion of her then — ^but I actu- 
ally think so still, now that the spell is long 
since broken, and the enchantpoient at an end. 

Tune — ' I AM A MAN UNMARRIED. '' 

O once I lov'd a bonnie lass, 

Ay, and I love her still. 
And whilst that honor warms my breast 

1*11 love my handsome NelL 

Fal lal de ralj ^c. 

As bonnie lasses I hae seen. 

And mony full as braw. 
But for a modest gracefu' mien 

The like I never saw. 

A bonnie 
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A bonnie lass I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e'e, 
But without some better qualities 

She's no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blythe and sweet, 

j4.nd what is best of a', 
Her reputation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses ay sae clean and neat^ 

Both decent and genteel : 
And then there's something in her gait. 

Gars ony dress look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart, 

But it's innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 

Tis this in Nelly pleasesi me, 

Tis this enchants my soul ; 
For absolutely in my breast 

She reigns withoul controJ. 

Fallal deraly S/^c. 

Criticism on the foregoing song. 

ticst my works should be thought below criti-: 

cism; 
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cism ; or meet with e <^iitic who, pfrlmpi^t ^I 
not look on them with so candid md favorable 
an eye ; I am di»t«rmined to oritioka liimp my- 
self. 

The first distich of the first ^taAiw is quite too 
much in the flimsy strain of On? wdioary street 
ballads; and on tba othfor hand, 4he Mcond 
distich is too much in ih» otbi^ extr^Eiie. The 
expression is a Uttle awkward, and the senti- 
ment too seriouii* Stanza the siaco&d I ani well 
pleased with ; aad I think it conveys a ftne idea 
of that aauable part of the sox-^T-tba agrooiibles ; 
or what in our ScotcJi diatect wie caU jbl sweet 

^ ■ ». 

sansp lass. The third stanza has a little of the 
flimsy turn in it; an4 the thind line 1ms father 
too serious a cast. Tha fourth stanza is a very 
indifferent (me; tiie first hiss is, indaed^ all in 
the strain of the second stanza, bui Urn rest is 
most expletive. The thoughts in the fifth 
stanza come finely up to my fsivouijta idea — a 
sweet sonsy lew: the last linei howav€^» halts a 
little. The sam^ ^ntiwant^ ara be^ nfi with 
equal spirit aod t^nd^rnesi^ in the sixtJi» stanza : 
but the s^ond aiid fourth lines ending with 
short syllables hurt the whole. The seventh 
stanza has iiaveral minute ^u)ts; but I remember 
I composed it in a wild enthusiasm of passion, 

a&d to Hm hour, t never r^collei^t it» hm^ my 

heart 
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^ » 

heart melts, my blood salliea at the remem-i 
brance. 



September. 

I ENTIRELY agree with that judicious philo90^ 
pher, Mr. Smith, ia his excellent Theory ofM<h 
ral Sentiments^ that remorse is the most painful 
sentiment that can embitter the humaabo^om. 
Any ordinary pitch of fortitude may bear up 
tolerably well under those calamities, in tbe^ 
procurement of which we ourselves haye ^>ad 
no hand ; but when our own follies, or crimes, 
Tiave made us miserable and wretched, to bear 
up with manly firmness, and at the same time 
have a proper penitential sense of our miscon- 
duct, is a glorious effort of self-command. 

Qf all the numerous ills that hurt our peace, 
That press the soul, or wring the mipd withr 

anguish. 
Beyond comparison the worst are those , .) 
That to our folly or our guilt we owe. 
In every other circumstance, the mind 
Has this to say — " It was no deed of mine ;^' 
But when to all the evil of misfortune 
This sti^ig is added—" Blame thy fpolisb self l" 

Y Or 
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Or worser fisir, the pangs of kem remorse ; 
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt 
Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involved others ; 
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd us. 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin ! 
O burning hell ! in dl thy store of torments. 
There's not a keener lash ! 
lArefi tliere a man so firm, who, while his heart 
Fe^s all the bitter horrors of his crime. 
Can reason down its agonizing throbs ; 
And, aft^ proper purpose of amendment, 
Can £rmly lorce his jarring thoughts to peace? 
O^ happy! happy! enviable man! 
O glorious magnanimity of soul ! 



March, 1784. 

I HAVE often observed, in the course of my 
experience of human life, that every man, even 
the worat^ has something good about him; 
though very often nothing else than a happy 
temperament of constitution iikciinin^ him to 
this or that virtue. For this reason, r6 ttaii 
can say in what d^ee wy other p^ersdn/ be> 
sides himsdf, can be, with strict jtistice, called 
wicked. Let any of the l^rietest character fi^r 
"S^egularity of Ccmditot among us, examine im- 
partially 
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partially how many vices he has never been 
guilty of, not from any care or vigilance, but 
for want of opportunity, or some accidental 
circumstance intervening ; how many of the 
weaknesses of mankind he has escaped^ because 
he was out of the line of such temptation ; and, 
what oftf^, if not always, weighs more than 'ati 
the rest, how much he is indebted to th^ worldly 
good opinion, because the world does not know 
all : I sgay, any man who con thus think, will 
scan the filings, nay, the faults and crimes, of 
mankind around him, with a brother's eye* 

I have often courted the acquaintance of 
that part of mankind, commonly known by th6 
ordinary phrase of blackguards^ sometimes far* 
ther than was consistent with the safety of my 
character ; those who, by thoughtless prodiga- 
lity ^r headstrong passions, have been driven 
to ruin. Though disgraced by follies, nay 
sometimes " stained with guilt, » * » * » 
♦ * *,'* I have yet found among them, in not 
a few instances, some of the noblest virtues, 
nmgnammity, generosity, disinterested friend- 
ship, and even modesty. 



y 2 As 
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Ik 

jtpriL 

As I am what the men of the world, if they 
knew such a man, would call a whimsical mor- 
tal, I have various sources of pleasure and €»• 
joyment, which are, in a manner, peculiar iA 
myself, or some here and there such oth^ 
out-of-the-way person. Such is the peculiar 
pleasure I take in the season of winter^ more 
than the rest of the year. This I believe^ may 
be partly owing to my misfortunes giving my 
'mind a melancholy castz-^Jbut there is isome- 
thing even in the 

'^ Mighty tempest, and the hoary waste 

Abnipt and deisp, stretch'd o'er the buried earth,'' — 

which raises the mind to a serious sublimity, 
favorable to every thing great and noble« 
There 4s scarcely any earthly object gives me 
more — I do not know if I should dall it plea- 
sure — ^but something which exalts me^ some- 
thing which enraptures me — than to walk in 
the sheltered side of a wood, or high planta- 
tion, in a cloudy winter-day, and hear the 
stormy wind howling among the trees, and 
raving over the plain. It is my best season for 
devotion: my mind is wrapt up in a kind of 

V / eutlmsiasm 
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enthusiasm to Him^ who, in the pompous lan- 
guage of the Hebrew bard, ^* walks on the 
wings of the wind." In one of these seasons, 
just after a train of misfortunes, I composed 
the following : — 



The wintry west extends his blasts. 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, th^ burn comes down. 

An' roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,*** 

The joyless winter-day, 
"Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempests howl, it sooths my soul, 

My griefs it seems to join. 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

Thou 



* Dn Youog. 
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Thou Poufr Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Because they are Thy will ! ^ 

Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 



Shenstone finely observes, that love-yersM, 
writ without any real passion, are the most nau- 
seous of all conceits ; and I have often tibought 
that no man can be a proper critic of loveoom- 
position, except he himself, in one or more in- 
stances, have been a Warm votary of this pas- 
sion. As f have been all aloaig ^ mis^^ble 
dupe to love, and have been led ii^o It thou- 
sand weaknesses and follies by it, for tibat rea- 
son I put the more confidence in my critical 
skill, in distinguishiog foff^^ry alid €(»eeit, 
from real passioli and nature* WbetlMr lt»e 
following song will «tand the test^ I will tiot 
pretend to say, because it is my own ; only I 
can Bay it was, at the time, genuine from the 
heart. 
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Behind yon hills where Lugw "flows, 
'Mang moors an' mosses many/ O^ 

The wintrjr Sim the day has clos'd. 
And I'll awa to Nannie, O. 

The westlin wind blaws loud an' shrill ; ' 
The nighfs baitfa mhrk and rainy, O ; 

But I'll get my plaid ml out I'll steal, 
An' ewre the hills to Nannie, O. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an' young ; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O : 
M€ty 111 'befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad b^uile my Nannie, O, 

fiw fece is ftif, bar heart is true, 
As spotless as lobe's 'bonnie, O ; 

The op'ning g6<^^, wet wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

A <X)Uiitry tad is %y d^ee, 
An' ^w there be that k^n ilie, O ; 

But-wbttt care I liow few they be, 
I'm welcome ay to Nannie, O. 

MyiPiciim a^ wy pcMry-fe^ ^ ^ 
An' I maun guide it cannie, ^ 

But wait's gear ne'er trouble mfe, 
My thoughts are a' my Nandid, O. 



Our 



\ 
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Our auld guidman delights to Tiew 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But I'm iBis blythe that hauds his pleugh^ 
An' has nae care but Nannie, O. 

Come wed come woe, I care na by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will sen' me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 

But live, an' love my Nannie, O. 



March, 1784. 

Theke was a certain period of my life that my 
spirit was broke by repeated losses and disasters, 
which threatened, and indeed effected, the utter 
ruin of my fortune. My body too was attacked 
by that most dreadful distemper, a hypochon- 
dria, or confirmed melancholy. In this Mretched 
state, the recollection of which makes me jet 
shudder^ I hung my harp on the will6w trees, 
except in some lucid intervals, in one of which 
I composed the following : — 

O THOU Great Being 1 what thou art 

Surpasses me to know ; 
Yet sure I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy 
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Thy creature here before thee stands. 
All wretched and distrest; 

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ; 
O, free my weary eyes from tears^ 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repine ! 



jiprtL 

The following song is a wild rhapsody, miser- 
ably deficient in versification ; but as the senti- 
ments are the genuine feelings of my heart, for 
that reason I have a particular pleasure in con* 
ning it over. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 
Tune, The Weaver and his Shuttle^ ^. 

My Father was a Farmer upcm the Carrick 

border, O 
And carefully he bred me in decency and 

order, O 
He badeftie act a manly part, though I had ne'er 

a farthing, 'O 
For without an honest manly heart, no man was 

worth r^^ding, O. 

Then out into the world my course 1 did deter- 
mine, O 

Tho' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great 
was charming, O 

My talents they were not the worst; nor yet my 
education : O 

Resolv'd was I, at least to try, to mend my situ- 
ation, O. 

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted for- 

tmie*sfevor; O 
TSome cause unseen, i^till stept between, to frus^ 

trate each endeavor; 'O 
S^ofmetimeslby ^fees I was o'erpower'A ; sometimes 

by fiiends forsaken; O 
And when my hope was at the top, I still was 

worst mistaken, O. 

Then 
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Then sore harassed, and tir'd at last, with for- 
tune's vain delusion; O 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came 
to this conclusion; O 

The past was bad, and the future hid; its good 
or ill untried ; O 

But the present hour was in my pow'r, Bnd so I 
would enjoy it, O. 

No help, nor hope,. nor view had I; nw persoti 

to befriend me; O 
So I must toil, and sweat and broil, and labor 

to sustain me, O. 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my fii- 

ther bred me early; O 
For one, he said, to labor bred, was amatch far 

fortune fairly, O. 

Thus all obscure, unki»own, and poor, tiuro' life 
I'm doom'd to wander, O 

Till down my Weary bones 1 lay in e¥erlasting 
slumber: O 

No view nor csa*e, bi^ skum wkate'^^ might hredSi 
me pain or sorrow ; O 

I live to-day, as well's I may, regardlese of lb- 
morrow, O. 



But 
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But cheerful still, I am as well, as a monarch hi 

a palace, O 
Tho' fortune's frown still hunts me down, with 

all her wonted malice; O 
I make indeed, my daily bread, but ne'er can 

make it farther ; O 
But as daily bread is all 1 need, I do pot much 

regard her, O, 

When sometimes by my labor I earn a little 

money, O 
Some unforeseen misfortune comes generally 

upon me; O 
Mischance, mistake, or by n^lect, or my good- 

natur'd folly; O 
But come what will, I've sworn it still, I'll ne'er 

be melancholy, O. 

All you who follow wealth and power with un- 
remitting ardor, O 

The more in this you look for bliss, you leave 
your view the farther; O 

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to 
adore you, O 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer 
before you, O, 



I THINK 
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April. 

1 THINK the whole species of young men may 
b6 naturally enough divided into two grand 
classed^ which I shall call the grave and the 
merry ; though, by the bye, these terms do not 
with propriety enough express my ideas. The 
grave I shall c^st into the usual division of those 
who are goaded on by the love of money, and 
those whose darling wish is to make a figure in 
the world. The metry are the men of pleasure 
of all denominations ; ^he jovial lads, who have 
too much fire and spirit to have any settled rule 
of action ; but, without much deliberation, fol- 
low the strong impulses of nature : the thought- 
less, the careless, the indolent — in particular Ae, 
who, with a happy sweetness of natural temper, 
and a cheerful vacancy of thought, steals 
through life — generally, indeed, in poverty and 
obscurity ; but poverty and obscurity are only 
evils to him who can sit gravely down and make 
a repining comparison between his own situa- 
tion and that of others; and lastly to grace 
the quorum, such are, generally, those whose 
heads are capable of all the towerings of genius, 
and whose hearts are warmed with all the deli- 
cacy of feeling, 

August. 

The foregoing was to have been an elaborate 
dissertation on the various species of men ; but 

as 
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as I eannot please myself in the arrangement 
of my ideas; I must wait till fiirther experience, 
and nicer obserratioh, throw more light on the 
subject. — ^En the mean time 1 shall set down 
the following fragment, which, as it is the genuine 
lan^age of my heart, will eliable any body to 
which of the classes C belong to. 



^Virll M 



€hree» grow the rashes ^ O, 

Green gram the rashes, O, 
STAe sweetest hours that e^er I spent ^ 

Are spent ama'g^ the lasses, O. 

There's nonght but care on ev'ry han'. 
In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 

Wtiat signifies the life o' man, 
An' 'twere na for the lasses, O. 

The warly race may ricfaes chase. 
An' ricfaas still may fly tiiem, O; 

An' tlio' at last diey catch tivem fast. 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy than, O: 

finite me a canny hour at e\m, 
My arms about my dearie^ O ; 

An' warly cares, an' warly axen. 
May a' gae tapsalteerie, O! 



•t 



For 



For you sae douse,, ye sneer at this, 
Y«'rq nought but seuselesB asse^i .0;, 

The wisest m^i the warU e'er sawi 
H^ dearly lov'd the lasses^ O ! 

Aidd Nature swears, the lovdy dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ; 

Her prentice han' dhe try'd on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, O ! , 
Green grow the raskeSr Oy ^. , 

As the grand end of human life is to cultivate 
an. intercourse with that Being to whom we owe 
life, with every enjoyment that rendecs . life dch 
lightful ; and to maintain an integritive conduct 
towards our fellow-creatures ; that so, by form- 
ing piety and virtue into habit, we may be fit 
members for that society of the pious, and the 
good, wiiich reason and revelation teach us to 
expect beyond the grave— I do not see that the 
turn of mind, sCnd pursuits of such, a- one as 
the above verses describe — ^ne wbO) spends the. 
hours and thoughts which the vocations of thcf 
day can spare, with Ossian, Shakspeare, Thom- 
son, Shenstone, Sterne, &c.; or as the maggot 
takes him, a gun, a fiddle, or a sooig tovunake^or 
mend ; and at all times some heart'snlear bonie 
lass in view — I say I do not see that the tim 
of mind and pursuits of. such a one are in the 

least 
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least more inimical to the sacred interests of 
piety and virtue, than the, even lawful, bustling 
and straining after the world's riches and ho- 
nors : and I do not see but he may gain heaven 
as well, which, by the bye, is no mean conside- 
ration, who steals thro' the vale of life, amusing 
himself with every little flower that fortune 
throws in his way ; as he who straining straight 
forward, and perhaps spattering all about him, 
gains some of life's little eminences, where, after 
all, he can only see and be seen a little more 
conspicuously, than what in the pride of his 
heart, he is apt to term the poor, indolent devil 
he has left behind him* 



jiugusL 

A PRAYER, when fainting fits, and other alarm- 
ing symptoms of a pleurisy or some other dan- 
gerous disorder, which indeed ^till threatens 
tne, first put nature on the alarm. 



O THOU unknown. Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps I must appear. 

If 
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If I have ^ander'd in those paths' 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As something J loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I liave done ; 

Thou know*st that Thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And list'oing to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short, 

Ov frailty stept aside, 
Do thou, All Good! for such thou art, * 

In shades of darkness hide. 

* 
Where with intention I have err*d, 

No other plea I have. 

But, Thou art good; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



AugUMt. 

• - 

Misgivingsf in the hour of despondency and 
prospect of death* 

• i 

z Why 
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Why am I loth to leave this eartlily scene ! 

Have I so found it ifiiU of pleasing charms! 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between: 

SomegleamsofsunshineWdrtoewingstorms: 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dretey, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach ah angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, * Forgive my foul offence !' 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health again dispense. 

Again 1 might desert fair virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path might go astray : 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation 
ran? 

O Thou, great Governor of all below f 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea; 
With that controling pow'r assist ev'n me. 

Those headlong furious passions to confine; 
For all unfit J feel my powers to be, 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed linp, 
O, aid me with thy help, Omnipotence Divine! 
* Egotisms 
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EooTisMS^om my oum Sensations. 

May. 

I don't well know what is the reason of it, 
but some how or other though I am, when I have 
a mind, pretty generally beloved ; yet, I never 
could get the art of commanding respect* — I 

z 2 imagine 

* There is no doubt that if Burns at any time really 
labored under this infirmity, he was successful in in« 
quiring into its [causes, and also in his efforts to amend 
it. When he was at a later period of life, introduced into 
the superior circles of society, h^ did Hot appear then 
as a cypher, nor &d he by any violation of the dictates 
of common sense, give any occasion, even to those who 
were superciliously disposed to look upon him with con- 
tempt. On the contrary, he was conscious of bis own 
moral and intellectual worth, and never abated an inch of 
bis just claims to due consideration. The follovring 
extract of a letter from his great and good biographer, 
who was an excellent judge of human character, bears 
an honorable testimony to the habitual firmness, decision, 
and independence of his mind, which constitute the only 
sdid ba^is of respectability. 

*^ Bums was a very singular man in Ae strength and va- 
riety of his faculties. — ^T saw him,\nd once <mly, in the year 
1792. We conversed together for about an hour in the 
street of Dumfries^ and engtiged in some very animated 
conversation. We coffered in our sentiments suffici«itly 

to 
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imagine it is owing to my being deficient in what 
Sterne calls '' that understrapping virtue of dis- 
cretion." — I am so apt to a lapsvLslinguce^ that I 
sometimes think the character of a certain great 
man I have read of somewhere, is Very niuch apro- 
pos to myself— 4;hat he was a conapound of great 
talents and great folly. — N.B. To try if I can 
discover the causes of this wretched infirmity, 
and, if possible, to mend it. 



SONG. 

Tho' cruel fate should bid us part. 

As far's the pole and line; 
Her dear id^ea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine; 

Tho' mountains firown and dfeserts howl. 

And oceans roar between ; 
Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jean. . 

«•«•••• .J. 

Fragment. 



to be rather vehemently engaged — and this interview gave 
m^ a more lively as well as forcible impression of his tar 
lents than any part of his writings. — He was. a great 
ORATOK,— an original and very versatile genius.'' 
Sd October, 1799. 
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Fragment. 
Tune, John Anderson my Jo. 

One night as I did wander, 

When corn begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder, 

Upon an auld tree root : 
Auld Aire ran by before me, 

And bicker'-d to the seas ; 
A cushat* crowded o'er me 

That echoed thro* the braes. 



Fragment. 
Tune, Daintie Davie. 

There was a lad was bom in Kyle,^ 
But what na day o' what na style 
I doubt its hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin. 

Robin avas a rovin^ Roy, 

Rantin^ rovin\ rantin' rovin' ; 

Robin wcLs a roviri Boy, 
Rantiff! rovin^ Robin. 



Our 



■* Xhe dove^ or wild pigecHi. 
t £y2e— a district of Aynhire, 
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Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was frve-and-twenty days begun, 
Twas then a blast o' JAn war Win' 3 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 

The*^ gossip keel^it in his loof, 
Quo' spho wha lives will see the proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof, ^vy^.^^^| 
I think we'll ca' him Robin. 

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma'^ 
But ay a heart aboon them a' ; 
He'll be a credit 'till us a'. 
We'll a' be proud o' Robin. 

But sure as three times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and line. 
This chap yril^ d^|^ like our kin', 
So' leeze me on thee Robin. 

Guid £stith quo' scho I doubt you Sir, 
Ye gar the lasses * * * * 
But twenty fauts ye may hae waur 
So blessin's on thee, Robin f 

Robin was a rovin' JBoy^ 

Rantin' rovin\ rantin! rovin*; 

Robin was a rovin' Boy^ 
Rantiii rovifC Robin. 

Elegy 
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ELEGY 
Oh the Death of Robert Ruisseaux.* 

Now Robin lies in his last lair^ 

He'll gabble rhyme, nor sing ftae mair, 

Cauld jiovarty, wi' hnngry stare^ 

Nae mair shall fear him ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care 

E'er mair come neai^ him. 

To tell the truth, they seldom &sh't him. 
Except the moment that they crush't him ; 
For sune as chance or fiite had husht 'enk 

TTio' e'er sae short, 
Then wi' a rhymcf or song he lasht 'eiii, 

And thought it sport. 



Tho' he iWQS bred to kintra wark, 

And counted was baith wight and swk, 

Yet that was never Robin's mark 

To mak a man; 
But teU him he was leara'd and dark. 

Ye roos'd him then !t 



August. 



* RuiiseauT — a play on his own name. 
+ Ye roo^d^-ye prais'd. 
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August. 

However I am pleased with the works of our 
Scotch poets, particularly the excell^itRamiiay, 
and the still more excellent Feigassoo, yet I 
am hurt to see other places of Scotland, their 
tow^el, rivers, woods, haugM, &c. immortalized 
in such celebrated performances, while my dear 
native country, the ancient bailieries of Carrick, 
Kyle, and Cunningham, famous both in ancient 
and moderti . times for a gallant and warlike 
race .of inhabitants; a country where civil, and 
particularly . religious liberty have ever found 
their first support,\.and> their last asylum; a 
country, . the bii1;h^lace of many famous phi- 
losophers, soldiers,, and statesmen, and the 
scene of many important events recorded in 
Scottish history, particularly a great many of 
the actions of the glorious Wallace, the' Savi- 
our of his country ; yiet, we have never had one 
Scotch poet of any ^nin^nce, to make the fer- 
tile bankLS of Irvine, the romantic i woodlands 
and sequestered scenes on Aire, and the heathy 
mountainous source, and winding sweep oi 
DooN, emulate Tay, Forth, Ettrick, Tweed, &c. 
This is a complaint 1 would gladly remedy, but 
alas ! I am far unequal to the task, both in nar 

tive 
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tive genius and education* Obscure lam, and 
obscure J must be, though no young poet, nor 

young 



""r 



* This kind of feeling appears to have animated the 
poet's bosom at a very early period of his life. — ^In a poe- 
tical epistle addressed to ^' Mrs. Scott, of Wauchope 
House,^ dated March^ 1787» he allades to the sensations 
of his early days in the following tender strain of senti- 
ment. 

GCIDWIFE, 

I mind it weel, in early date^ ^; » ^ p 

When I was beardless, young^ and blate^ 

An' first could dbresh the bam, 
Or baud a yoLin at the pleugh. 
An' tho' furibugnten sair eneugh, 

Yet unco proud to learn. 

Ev'n then a wish (I mind its power) 
A wish, that to my latest hoio; 

Shall strongly heave my breast; 
That I for poor auld Scotland's sake. 
Some useful plan, or beuK could make, . 

Or sing a song at least. 

The rough bur-thist)e spreading wide 

Amangthebearded;,e^,! ., 
I turned my weeding a^- aside, 

An' spared the symbol dear. 

* * * ' • 

.1 i ' i .. y- 
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young soldier's heart, evar beat more fondly for 
fiune than nune— 

And if there is no other scene of being 
Where my insatiate wish may have its £dl; — 
This something at my heart that heayes for ro<»i, 
My best, my dearest part, was made in vain.— » 



Jug. 
A Fragment. Tnne — I had a horse and I 

HAD NAE MAIR. 

When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 

My mind it was nae steady. 
Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 

A mistress still I had ay : 

But when I came roun' by Mauchline town. 

Not dreadin' any body. 
My heart was caught before I IJioii^ht, 

And by a Mauchline lady. 



Sept. 

There is a great irregularity in the old Scotch 

songs. 
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soDg8, a redundancy of syllables with respect to 
that exactness of accent and measure that th^ 
English poetry requires, but which glides in, 
most melodiously, with the respective tunes to 
which they are set. For instance, the fine old 
song of The Mill, Mill, O, to give it a plain pro- 
saic reading it halts prodigiously out of meop 
sure; on the other hand^ the song set to the 
same tune in Br^xiner's collection of Scotch 
songs, which begins ^^ To Fanny fair could limr 
part, 4^c." it is most exact measure, and yet, let 
them both be sung before a real critic, one 
above the biasses of prejudice, but a thorough 
judge of nature,-^-how flat and spiritless will 
the last appear, how trite, and lamely methodv^ 
cal, compared with the wild-warbling cadeocei 
the heart-moving melody of the first.~-This is 
particularly the case with all those airs which 
end with a hypermetrical syllable. There is a 
d^ree of wild irregularity in many of the com^ 
positions and fragments which are daily supg to 
them by my compeers, the common p^eople— a 
certain happy arrapgen^eqit of old Scotch sylla- 
bles, and yet, very frequently, nothing, not 
even like Rhyme, or sameness of jingle, at th0 
^ds of the lines. This ha^ made me 9ometime8 
imagine that, perhaps it might be possible for a 
Scotch poet, wijybi a nice judicious ear, to set 
compositions to many of our most favorite airsi 

particularly 
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particularly that class of them mentioned above, 
indejpendent of rhyme altogether. 



There is a noble sublimity, a heart-melting 
tenderness, in some of our ancient ballads, ^hich 
shew them to be the work of a masterly hand! 
mnd it has often given me many a heart-ache to 
reflect, that such glorious old bards — ^bards who 
very probably owed all their' talents to native 
genius, yet have described the exploits of heroes, 
the pangs of disappointment, and the meltings of 
love, vrith such fine strokes of nature — that their 
very names (O how mortifying to a bard's 
vanity!) are now " buried among the wreck of 
things which were." 

O ye illustrious names unknown ! who could 
feel so strongly and describe so well; the last, 
the meanest of the muses' train — one who, 
though £aur inf^or to your flights, yet eyes your 
path, and with trembling vring would some- 
times soar after you — a poor rustic bard un- 
known, pays this sjrmpathetic pang to your me- 
mory ! Some of you tell us, vidth all the charms 
of verse, that you have been unfortunate in the 
worid-r-unfortunate in love: he too has felt the 
loss of bis little fortune,. the loss of friends, 

and^ 
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and, worse than all, the loss of the woman he 
adored. Like you, all his consolation was his 
muse: she taught him in rustic measures to com- 
plain. Happy could he have done it with your 
strength of imagination and flow of verse! May 
t|ie turf lie lightly on your bones! and may you 
pow enjoy that solace and rest which this world 
rarely gives to^the h^rt tuned to all the feelings 
of poesy and love ! 



. Sept. 

. The following fragment is done,* something- 
in imitation of the manner of a noble old Scot- 
tish piece called McMillan's P^gy, and sings 
to the tune of Gal la Water. — My Montgomerie's 
P^SSJ ^^^ '^y deity for six or eight months. 
She had been bred (tho' as the world says, with- 
out any just pretence for it), in a style of life 
irather el^ant — ^but as Vanburgh says in one of 
his comedies. My " d— — d star found me out** 
there too ; for though I began the afiair merely 
in a gaieU de coeury or to tell the truth, which 
will scarcely be believed, a vanity of shewing 
my parts in courtship, particularly my abilities 
at a BUlet-douXj which I always piqued my- 

self 

* ' ... I II II - I ii 

* Thb passf^e explains the love*lett^r8 to Peggy. 
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V 
0df upon, made me lay siege to ber ; and ^hen, 

as I always do in my foolish gallantries, I had 

battered mjrself into a very warm affection for 

her, she told me, one day, in a flag of truce, 

that her fortress had been for some time before 

the rightfiil property of another ; bat, with liie 

greatest friendship and politeness, she offered 

me every alliance except actual possession. 1 

found out afterwards that what she told me of 

a pre-engagement was really true ; but it cost 

me some heart-achs to get rid of the affair. 

I have even tried to imitate, in this extem- 
pore thing, that irregularity in the rhyme, which, 
when judiciously done, has such a fine effect 
on the ear. — 



Fragment — Tune Gallawater. 

Altho' my bed were in yon muir, 

Amang the heather, in my plaidie. 
Yet happy, happy would I be 

Had I my dear Montgomerie's Peg^. — 

* 
When o'er the hill beat surly storms, 

. And winter nights weiTe dark and rainy ; 
I'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I'd shelter dear Montgomerie's P^gy. — 

Were 
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Were I a Baron proud and high. 

And horse and servants waiting ready. 

Then a' 'twad gie o' joy to me, 
The sharin't with Montgomerie's P^gy** 



There is another fragment in imitation of an 
old Scotch song, well known amoDg the country 
ingle sides.-^I cannot tell the name, neither of 
the song nor the tune, but they are in fine unison 
with one another. — By the way, these old Scot* 
tish airs are so nobly sentimental, that when one 
would compose to them ; to scfuih the tune^ as our 
Scotch phrase is, over and over, is the readiest 
way to catch the inspiration and raise the 
bard into that glorious enthusiasm so strongly 
chtibracteristic of our old Scotch poetry. I shall 
here set down one verse of the piece men- 
tioned above, both to mark the song and tune 
1 mean, and likewise as a debt I owe to the 
author, as the repeating of that verse has lighted 
up my flame a thousand times. — 

** When clouds in skies do come together 
To hide the brightness of the sun. 

There vidll surely be some pleasant weather 
When a' their storms are past and gone.** — ^ 

Though 

* Allndiog to the misfortunes be feelio^y laments be- 
fore this VMTse. (This u the author^i note*) 
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Though ficfkle fortune has deceiv'd me. 
She promis'd fair and performed hut ill ; 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth bereav'd me, 
Yet I bear a heart shall support me still. — 

I'll act with prudence as £air's I'm able, 
But if success I must never find. 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome, 
I'll meet thee with an undaunted mind. — 

The above was an extempore, under the pres- 
sure of a heavy train of misfortunes, which, in- 
deed, threatened to undo me altogether. It was 
just at the close of that dreadful period m^i- 
tioned page viii;"*^ and though^the weather has 
brightened up a little wit}i me, yet there has 
always been since a tempest brewing round me 
in the grim sky of futurity, which I pretty 
plainly see will some time or other, perhaps ere 
long, overwhelm me, and drive me. into some 
doleful dell, to pine in solitary, squalid wretch- 
edness. — How.ever, as I hope my poor country 
muse, who, 2^1 rustic, awkward, and unpolished 
as she is, has more charms for me than any other 
of the pleasures of life beside — as I hope she will, 
not then desert me, I may even then» learn to be, 

if 



. * Of the original MS. see the remark, March; X7M, 
beginning, ^^ Tkere was a certain period!^ i^Q. 
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if not happy, at least easy, and south a sang to 
sooth my misery. 

^was at the same time I set about composing 
an air in the old Scotch style. — J am not musi- 
cal scholar enough to prick down my tune pro- 
perly, so it can never see the light, and per- 
haps 'tis no great matter ; but the following wer^ 
the verses I composed to suit it. 

O raging fortune's withering blast 

Has laid my leaf full low ! O 
O raging fortune's withering blast 

Has laid my leaf fiiU low! O. 
My stem was fair, my bud was green, 

My blossom sweet did blow ; O 
The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild. 

And made my branches grow ; O. 
But luckless fortune's northern storms 

Laid a' my blossoms low, O 
But luckless fortune's, northern storms 

Laid a' my blossoms low, O. 

The tune consisted of three parts, so that th^ 
above verses just went through the whole air. 



October, 

2 A 
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October, 1785. 

If ey(^ any young mafi, in the vestibule <^ the 
world, chance to throw his eye over these pages, 
let him pay a warm attention to the f^o^lowing 
observations ; as I assure him they fire the fruit 
of a poor devil's dear-bought experience. — I 
have literally^ like tl^^t great poet %n4 great 
gallant, aA^ by con^quence, that great fool, 
Solomon, — ** turned my e^es to fa)^ol4 mad- 
ness and folly." — Nay, I have, with all the 
ardor of a lively, ^nciful, and w^^W^cal imagi- 
nation, accompanied with a w^iPt feeling, 
poetic h^art-r- shaken hand^ with 4b^ jntoxi- 
eating friendMup. 

In the first place, let nay p^pil, a£i M^ tenders 
his own peace, keep 4ip a r^uhMr> ^TaiW inter- 
course witl[ the Oeity . * , * * * 
* * (Here the MSS. abruptly close.) 



FRAGMENTS, 
MISCELLANEOUS REMARKS, 



&c. 
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" Every single observation drat is published by a man 
of genius, be it ever so trivial, should be esteemed of im- 
portance; because be speaks frooi bis own impressions: 
whereas common men publidi common thiigfei) whith they 
have perhaps gleaned from friv<dous waiters.'' 

Shemtone. 



I LIKE to have quotations for every occasion : 
They give one's ideas' so pat, and save one the 
'tronble of finding expression d,dequate to one's 
feelings. I thmk it is one of the greatest plea- 
sures attending a poetic genius, that we can give 
our woe», cares, joys, loves, &c. an embodied 
' form in verse : which, to me, is ever Immediate 
ease. Goidsmith says finely of his mtise'^ 

« Thon sourte of idl my bliss and all my woe ; 
That found'st me poor at first, and kel^st 'Me v^r 



^kkt A ftfeatore is maaDl 'A tiCtte ftlarm 

2 a2 
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last night, aiid to-day, that I am mortal, has 
made such a revolution on my spirits ! There is 
no philosophy, no divinity, that comes half so 
much home to the mind. I have no idea of 
courage that braves Heaven : Tis the wild ra- 
vings of an imaginary hero in Bedlam. 



My favorite feature in Milton's Satan is, his 
manly fortitude in supporting what cannot be 
remedied — ^in short, the wild, broken fragments 
of a noble, exalted mind in ruins. I meant no 
more by saying he was a favorite hero of mine. 



t am just risen from a two-hours' bout after 
supper, with silly or sordid souls, who .could 
relish nothing in common with me — but the 
port. " One"-^'Tis now " witching time of 
night;" and whatever is out of joint in the fore- 
going scrawl, impute it to enchantments and 
spells ; for I can't look over it,, but will seal it 
up directly, as I dont care for to-morrow's 
criticispis on it. 



We ought, when we wish to be economists 
in happiness; we ought, in the first place^ to fix 

r the 
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tbe standard of our own character ; and when, 
on full examination, we know where we stand, 
and how much ^ound we occupy, let us con- 
tend for it as property ; and those who seem to 
doubt, or deny us what is justly ours, let us 
either pity their pr^udices, or despise their 
judgment 

I know you will say this is self-conceit ; but 
I call it self-knowledge : the one is the over- 
weening opinion of a fool, who fancies himself 
to be, what he wishes himself to be thought; 
tiie other is the honest justice that a man of 
sense, who has thoroughly examined the sub** 
ject, owes to himself. Without this standard, 
this column, in our mind, we are perpetually 
at the mercy of the petulance, the mistakes, the 
prejudices, nay the very weakness and wicked- 
ness of our fellow-creatures. 

Away, then, with disquietudes ! Let us pray 
with the honest weaver of Kilbarchan, " L — d, 
send us a gude conceit o' oursel !'' Or in the 
words of the auld sang ; 

*^ Who does me disdaio, I can scom them again^ 
And I'll never mind any such foes/' 



Your thoughts on religion shall be welcome. 

You 
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You may perhaps distrust me whea I say 'Hm^ 
also mjf fevorite topic ; but mine is the reUgioii of. 
the bosom. I hate the very idea of a ccmtro- 
versia] diYtiuty ; as I firmly believe that every 
honest, upright man, of whatever sect^ will be 
accepted of the Deity, 1 despise the superstiticm 
of a fanatic, but I love the religion of a maJOk. 



Why have I not heard from yo« ? To-day I 
iteH expected it ; and before supper, wh^a^ a te(h 
t^er tor mfi was announced, my heart danced witb 
j^Hpture : but behold! 'twas some fool who bad 
taki^if it iato his head to turu poet; mid mode 
vm an oaring of the f rst fruits of bk nomemse. 



1 believe there is no holding converse, or 
carrying on correspondence, with an amiable 
fine woman, without some mixture of that 
delicious passion,, whose most devoted slave JL 
have more than once had the honor of bemg:: 
but why be hurt or ofiended on that account ? 
Can no honest man have a prepossession for a 
fine woinan,. bjothemustrumfawbead^gmiistdii 
intrigue ? Take a Mttie ofi the tfender wiltehcraft 
of love, and add to itthe generous, the honorable 
sentin^nts of manly friendship ^ and I know but 

one 
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dUe mofe delightful morsel, which few, few in 
wif fwak evet taJste. Such a compositioti is like 
adcin^ cr^am to stratwbef ries — ^it not only gires 
wie firtiit a more elegant richness, btit has a pe- 
culiar deliciousness of its own. 



Nothing astonishes me ttiore, when a little 
siclrhess clogs the wheel of life, than th6 
fhotightless career we run in the hotrr of health^ 
^* None saith, where is God, my maker, that 
" giieth songs in the night : who teacheth u« 
** more knowledge than the beasts of the ^eld, 
^ and more understanding th^h the fowls^ of the" 
"air?" 



I bad a letter from my old friend a while ago, 
but k was so dry, so distant, so like a card to 
one of his clients, that I could siial'ce beat to 
read: it. He is a gobd, honest fellow ; and can 
Vrite a friiendly letter, whifch would do equal 
hotibr to his head and his h^art, as a whbl^e 
gheaf of his letters I have by me will witness ; 
and though fame does not blow her trumpet at 
my approach nofC, as she did then^ when he 

fitist 
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first hoaored me with his friendidup,*' yet J am 
^ proud a3 ever ; aod when 1 am laid ia mj 
grave, I wish to.be stretched at my full leugtby 
that 1 jn^y occupy evejry inch of ground which 
I have a right tp. . 



You would laugh, were you to see me where 
I am just now : — Here am I set, a solitary her^ 
uiit in the solitary rooQi of a solitary inn, with 
^ solitary bottle of wine by me-^as . gr^ve and 
B^ stupid as an owl — but like that owl, still 
£uthful to my old song; in confirmation of 

yrhich, my^ 4ear * * * *j ^^^^ ^® y^^^ 
^od h^ltb ! May the hand-warn bennisons 
p' hesLvep. bless ypur bonie face ; and t|ie wratch 
wha skellies at your weelfere, may the auld 
tinkler deil get him to clout his rotten heart { 
Ainen I 



1 mentioned to ypu my letter to Pr. Moore, 
givipg an account of my life: it is truth, every 
word of it; and will give you the just idea of 
a man whom you have honoured with your 
friendship, I wish you to see xae as I am, . I 
^m, as po^ost pepple qf my trad^ are, a strange 

wm 

* Alluding to the time of his first appearance ia Edin- 
Iburgh. 
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Will o' Wisp being, the victim, too frequently, 
of much imprudence and many follies. My 
great constituent elements are pride and pas- 
sion. The first I have endeavoured to humanize 
into int^rity suid honor ; the last makes me a 
devotee to the warmest degree of enthusiasm, 
in love, religion, or friendship ; either of them, 
Qr all together, as I happen to be inspired. 



What trifling silliness is the childish fond- 
ness of the every-day children of the world ! 
Tis the unmeaning toying of the younglings 
of the fields > and forests ; but where senti- 
ment and fancy unite their sweets; where taste 
and delicacy refine; where wit adds the fla- 
vor, and good sense gives strength and spirit 
to all, what a delicious draught is the hour 
of tender endearment ! — ^beauty and grace in the 
arms of truth and honor, in all the luxury of 
mutual love ! 



Innocence 



Looks gaily-smiling on ; while rosy Pleasure 
Hides young Desire amid her flowery wreath. 
And pours her cup luxuriant ; mantling high 
The sparkling heavenly vintage. Love and 
Bliss! 

Those 



Tbose of tiAief dex> but parti€«^tly tiie f^ 
miJe, wfafO ti$e hikewBxm in that mmt imp^tlsnt 
of ^1 t&kigi^^ religion^-'' O my souf, C^me not: 
*^ ikam ktto f hei» ts^^ei V I will lay he^e ymt 
the oilt)klfei» df my teiief. B^, ^bo is ottt 
sMth^ aidd pt^server, aiid XviH one^ da^ fa^ oup 
jiiidge, mu^ be (i^ for his sake in the trary' ol 
duty, btft fi^m tike na^^ iiaiptulse ^i ouY fafeaflrt^)/ 
the object of our reverential awe, and grateful 
adoration : He is almighty and all-bounteous ; 
We are weaik and dependm<i : hence^ prayer abd 
etery other sort of devotitm.-*^"*^"" He is not 
** wilUog that any should perish, but that aU 
*^ should come to everlasting life ;" coAsequenilH 
ly it mwsi be in every one's power to embrace 
h« ofiear of ^^ everlasting life;" otherwise be 
dovid not, in justice, condemn those who did 
not. A mind pervaded, actuated, and governed 
by pwrity^ triltii^ and charity, though it does not 
iHmt heav^i, yiet is an absolutely necessary pre- 
requisite, without which heaven cdn neither be 
obtained nor enjoyed ; and, by divine promise, 
such a mind shall never fail of attaining '^ ever* 
" lastbig; Ife;" hence the iixipure, Uie deceiv- 
ing^ and the uncharitable, exclude themselves 
from etern€kl bliss, by their unfitness for ehjof- 
ikig it. The Supreme Being has put the ini- 
mediate administration of all this, for wise and 
good ends known to himself, into the hands of 

Jesus 
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Jesus Christy a great personage, whose relatk)n 
U^ him we cannot compr^end ; but whose reish 
tioa to us is a Guide and Saviour; and who, ex' 
cept for our own obstinacy and misconduct, will 
bring us all, through various ways, and by vari- 
ous means, to bliss at last. 

These are my tenets, my friend. My creed 
is pretty nearly expressed in the last clause of 
Jamie DeatCs grace, an honest weaver in Ayr^ 
shire ; " Lord grant that we may lead a gude 
^' life ! for a glide hfe makes a gude eod, at least 
^' it helps weeir 



A Mother's Addre^ to her InfantJ* 

My blessins upon thy sweet, wee lippiel 
My blessins upon tby bonie e'e brie! 

Thy smiles are sae like my blythe sodger laddie, 
Thou's ay the dearer, and dearer to me! 



I am 



»■*»»■ 



♦* TTicse tender fines were added by the Poet, to old 
ti^rdb^ t6at he* Jiad coUectted, of a song called' Sonfe 
Ihmdsee^ which appeared for the first time in^ print in the 
i^Jtmcal Museum* £. 
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I am an odd being: some yet unnamed feef- 
ingSy things, not principles, but better than 
whims, carry me farther than boasted reason 
^ver did a philosopher. 



There's naethin like the honest nappy! 
Whaur'U ye e'er see meii sae happy, 
Or women sonsi^, saft an' sappy, 

'Tween morn an' mom. 
As them wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or horn. 

I've seen me daez't upon a time; 
I scarce could wink or see a styme ; 
Just ae hauf muchkin does me prime. 

Ought less is little. 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gl^^s a wnitife! 



Coarse minds are not aware how much they 
injure the keenly-feeling tie of bosom-friendship, 
when in their foolish officiousness, they maition 
what nobody carps for recollecting. People of 
nice sensibility and generous minds, have a cer- 
tain 
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tain intrinsic dignity, that fires at being trifled 
with,, or lowered, or even too nearly ap- 
proached. 



Some days, some nights, nay some hours^ like 
the " ten righteous persons in Sodom," save 
the rest of the vapid, tiresom^e, miserable months 
and years of life. 



To be feelingly alive to kindness and to nn- 
kindness, is a charming female character. 



•T" 



I have a little infirmity in my disposition, 
that where I fondly love or highly esteem, J 
cannot bear reproach. 



If I have robbed you of a fiiend, God forgive 
me : but be comforted : let us raise the tone of 
our feelings a little higher and bolder. A fel- 
low-creature whQ leaves us, who spurns us with- 
out 
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oat just cause, though once our bosom friend- 
:up \ntfa a little honest pride — ^let him go ! 



A decent means of livelihood in the world, an 
^af^roYUig Grod, a peaceful conscience, and one 
&rm tniftty fiHiend ;— *can any body that has these, 
be said to be unhappy ? 



The dignified and dignifying consciousness of 
aa honest man^ 9Xkd the well grounded trust 
in approving heaven, are two most substaortial 
sources of happiness. 



Give me, my Maker, to remember Thee! 
Give me to feel " another's woe;'^ and continue 
with me that dear-loved friend that feels with 
mine ! 



Your teU^ious ^fntinl^to J revere. If yon 
M^Yt onmiam ^n»fkmm evidence, irom some 
45^ondb> kmii^lbs^ J^iAeisp60 erridi^iilvao 

sacredly 
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sacredly importaBt a matter as r^ rdigion, you 
have ^luch sii^eonstrued your friend. *' I am 
not mad, most noble Festus !" Have you ever 
met a perfect character? Do. we not sometimes 
rather exchange faults than get rid of them? 
For instance; I am perhaps tired with and 
shocked at a life, too much the prey of giddy 
inconsistencies and thoughtless follies ; by d<N- 
grees I grow sober, prudent, and statedly pious> 
I say statedly, because the most unaffected de^ 
Totion is not at all inconsistent with my first 
character .r — I join the world in congratulating 
myself on the hf^ppy change. But let me pry 
luore narrowly into this affair; have I, at bol« 
U>m^ any thing of a secret pride in these evt- 
4owments and emendations? h^ve I nothing c^ 
a presbyterian sourness, a hypercritical seve* 
jity, wh?n I survey my less regular ueighbours? 
In a word, have I ipi^ed all tibiose nameless 
fUid numberless modifications of indistinct seM^ 
isl^ness, which ^e so near our own eyest, that 
we can scarqe l>Hug th^n within our fi^ere €»f 
vision, and whicl^ the i^own spotless cambric 
of our character hides firom the ordinary ob- 
server ? 



•<•■«••• 



My di^nitj^ of worth » ishoart : truth and iMk 
j^uwty re^p^tii^ ouf feUow^re^ttres ; re^m- 

ence 
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ence and humility in the presence of that Being; 
my Creator and Preserver, and who, I have 
every reason to believe, will one day be my 
Judge* The first part of my definition is the 
creature of unbiassed instinct ; the last is the 
child of after reflection. Where I found these 
two essentials, I would gently note, and slightly 
mention any attendant flaws — ^flaws, the mark»» 
the consequences of human nature. 



How wretched is the condition of one who is 
haunted with conscious guilt, and tremUing 
under the idea of dreaded vengeance! and what 
a placid calm, what a charming secret enjoyment 
it gives, to bosom the kind feelings of friendship 
and the fond throes of love! Out upon the tem- 
pest of anger, the acrimonious gall of fretful im- 
patience, the sullen fi-ost of lowering resentment, 
or the corroding poison of withered «ivy ! They 
eat up the immortal part of man! If they spent 
their -fury only on the unfortunate objects of 
them, it would be something in their &vor; 
but these miserable passions, like traitor Isca- 
riot, betray their lord and master. 

Thou, Almighty Author of peace and goodness, 
and love! d6 thou give me the social heart that 
kindly tastes of every man's cup ! Is )t a draught 

of 
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of joy?— warm and open my heart to share it with 
cordial, unenyying rejoicing ! Is it the bitter po- 
tion of sorrow ? — melt my heart with sinc^ely 
sympathetic woe ! Above all, do thou give me 
the manly mind, that resolutely exemplifies, in 
life and manners, those sentiments which I would 
wish to be thought to possess ! The friend of my 
«oul— there may I never deviate firom the firmest 
fidelity, and most active kindness ! There may 
the most sacred, inviolate honor, the most &ith- 
ful, kindling constancy, ever watch and animate 
my every thought and imagination ! 

Did you ever meet with the following lines 
«poken of religion : 

** Tis thisy my fi*iend, that streaks our momii^ 
bright ; 
Tis thisy that gilds the horror of our night 1 
When wealth forsakes us, and when friends 
are few ; 
** When friends are faithless, or when foes pur- 
sue ; 
" Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the smart, 
** Disarms affliction, or repels its dart ; 
" Within the breast bids purest raptures rise, 
*' Bids smiling conscience spread her cloudless 

I met 

2 B 
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I met with these verses very early in life, ai^d 
was so delighted with them, that I have then 
by me, copied at school. 



I have heard and read a good deal of philoiso- 
phy, benevolence, and greatness of soul:' and 
when rounded with the flourish of declamatc^ 
periods, or poured in the melMu^ice of Pdr- 
nassian measure, they have a tolerafaie effect 6t 
a musical ear ; but when all these hi^-sounding 
professions are compared with the very act and 
deed, as it is usually performed, I do not think 
there is any thing in or belonging to human na- 
ture so badly disproportionate. In feict, were it 
not for a very few of our kind, among whbtn an 
honored friend of mine, whom to you, Sir, I 
will not name, is a distinguished instance, the 
very existence of magnanimity, generosity, and 
all their kindred virtues, would be as much a 
qfaestiota with metaphysicians as the existence of 
witchcraft. 



There is no lime wbai tberconscious^ thrilling 
chords of love and friendship give such Jcjelight, 
as in the pensive hours of what Thomson calls 

" Philosophic 
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" Philosophic Melancholy." The family of mis- 
fortune, a numerous g/oup of brothers and sis- 
ters! They need a resting-place to their souls. 
Unnoticed, often condemned by the world; in 
some degree, perhaps, condemned by themselves, 
they feel the full enjoyment of ardent love, de- 
licate tender endearments, mutual esteem, and 
mutual reliance. 

In this light I ha^'e often admired religion. 
In proportion as we are wrung with grief, or 
distracted with anxiety, the ideas of a compas- 
sionate Deity, an Almighty Protector, are 
doubly dear. 



I have been, this morning, taking a peep 
through, as Young finely says, " the dark post- 
" ern of time long elapsed ;" 'twas a rueful pros- 
pect! What a tissue of thoughtlessness, weak- 
ness, and folly ! My life reminded me of a ruin- 
ed temple. What strength, what proportion in 
some parts ! what unsightly gaps, what prostrate 
ruins in others! I kneeled down before the Fa- 
ther of Mercies, and said, " Father, I have sinned 
** against Heaven, and in thy sight, and am no 
" more worthy to be called thy son." I rose, 
eased, and strengthened. 

2b2 
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LETTERS 



FROM WILLIAM BURNS TO THE POET. 



The Editor conceived that it might not be uninteresting 
to the admirers of Bums to peruse the following Letters, 
selected from a greater number that have fallen into his 
hands. They are the genuine and artless productions of his 
younger Brother, William Burns^ a young man, who 
after having served an apprenticeship to the trade of a 
Saddler, took his road towards the South, and having re- 
sided a short time at 'Newcastle-upon-Tyne, arrived in 
London, where he died of a putrid fever in the year 1790. 

ff the Reader supposes he shall meet in these Letters 
with that vivacity of genius which the near relationship of 
the Writer to the Poet might lead him to expect, he will 
be disappointed. They contain indeed little more than 
the cotnmOn transactions incident to the humble line of 
life of their author^ expressed in simj^e and unaffected 
Idn^age. But t(^ (hose whose admiration and affection 
for the Poet extend to his relations and concerns, they are 
not without their value. They demonstrate the kind and 
fraternal attachment of Bums, in a strong and amiable 
point of view ; they form an additional eulogy on the me- 
mory qf the excellent Father, who had given allAUstms 
tm educatum superior iotkeirrituaUoni»,itfe, an4 assidu- 
ously 
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oiuly inadcaied upon them the best principles of virtue 
and morality; and they eshibit the picture of a contented 
and an uncontaminated youths who, as he would never 
have attempted the dangerous heights to which the Poet 
OMpiredp wo^ld r^ever hav^ ^erie^ced those pary^ of ^tS" 
appointment and remorse which incessantly agitated his 
bosom : but would 



It 



Thro^ the calm sequestered vale of life. 
Have Ifept the noiselm tepor of his way^ 



No. I. 
Tp Mr. ROPERT BURNS, Ellisland,^ 

Lon^town, Feb. ]5| 1789. 

D£AR SIR, , * 

As I am now in a mann^ only entering 
into the world, I begin this onr correspondence, 
with a view of being a gainer by your advice, 
more than ever you cai^ be by any thing I can 
write you of what I see, or what I hear, in the 
course of my wanderings'. I Jcnow not how it 
happened, but you were more shy of your coun- 
sel than I could have wished th^ time I staid 

with 
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with you : whether it was because you thought 
it would disgust me to have my £stult8 freely 
told me while I was dependent on you; or whe* 
ther it was because you saw that by my indo* 
lent disposition, your instructions would have no 
effect, I cannot determine ; but if it proceeded 
from any of the above causes, the reason of with- 
holding your admonition is now done away, for 
I now stand on my own bottom, and that indo- 
lence, which I am very conscious of, is some- 
thing rubbed off, by being called to act in lif^ 
whether I will or not; and my inexperience, 
which I daily feel, makes me wish for that ad- 
vice which you are so able to give, and which I 
can only expect from you or Gilbert since the 
ioss of the kindest and ablest of ^ther/s^ 

The morning after 1 went from the Isle, J left 
Dumfries about five o'clock and came to Annan 
to breakfast, and staid about an hour; and I 
reached this place about two o'clock. I have 
got work here, and I intend to stay a month or 
six weeks, and then go, forward, a^ I wish to be 
at York about the latter end of summer, where 
I propose to spend next winter, and go on for 
London in the spring. 

I have the promise of seven shillings a week 
from Mr. Proctor while I stay here, and six- 
pence 
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peace mwe if he succeeds himself, for he ban 
only new b^un trade here. - 1 wai to pay four 
shillings per we^ of board wages^ so that my 
neat income here will be innch the same as in 
Dumfries. 

Th6 enclosed you will send to Gilhwt with 
the Atnl oppoilnnity. Please send me the first 
Wednesday after yoni^ceive this, by the Car- 
lisle waggon, two of my coarse shirts, one of roy 
best linen ones, my velveteen vest, and a neck- 
cloth ; write to me along with theni, and direct 
to me, Saddler, in Longtown, and they will 4iot 
misc*ii*ty,' for I am boaTded in the waggoner's 
house. You may either let them be given in to 
the waggon, or send them to Couithard and 
Gelleboum's shop, and they will forward them. 
Pray write «e oftea while I stay here,-I wish 
you would send me a lett^, tbough never Iso 
-bmall, every week, for they will be no expense 
to me and biit little trouble to you. S^lease to 
give my best wishes to my sister.]n^law, and be- 
lieve me ta be your afiectionate 

And oblijged Brother, 

WILLIAM BURNS. 

P. S. The great coat you gave me at parting 
^id me «ingnlar service theday I came here^ and 

merits 



itterilk ttty hesttfy thanks. Ftem what has hmu 
said, the t^clusion is this; that my hearty 
thanks and my best wishes are all that you and 

Wly irfat^ must e^pefct from. 

c'..\ ''.■■■ 
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,D£AR B|LOT£(£», 

-• ■ / 
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I t^tro^fi ybA ^botit six Wfeeks ago, tmA 
4 lislVe erpefeted tio htetr -from yoti ielrery jpost 
jsinc^, biit t siipiioste yotrr excise bMn<Elss '^ich 
you hitited at ^ri ;;^ofar last, has pHeventi^a y<>ti 
iSrorii writing. l8y the ^e. When and hotrhavb 
^ou gdt ittto'flife exdsfe; and what division hatve 
y6tij^6tat)oiifcI)umMes'? Thesle qtie^tibns j^ltecle 
answer in your neirt, if itioreimjkrftMt mfift^ 
do not occur. But in the mean time let me 
'fckvet!h6 tett^lf to J6hn Mtffdoch, Whfcfh Gilbert 
'Wtfet^ me foti 'rateant fo isited; enclose it iti 



• 1 , • t 



fdHxd • U at^, 'aM let 'itte kctt^^ /tkttn ks aoon lab 
''"' possibH 
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possible, for I intend to sail for London, in 
a fortnight, or three weeks at farthest. 

You promised me when I was intending to 
go to Edinburgh, to write me some instructions 
about behaviour in companies rather above my 
station, to which I might be eventually in- 
troduced. As I may be introduced into such 
companies at Murdoch^s or on his account 
when I go to London, I wish you would write 
me some such instructions now: I never had 
more need of them, for having spent little of 
my time in company of any sort since I came 
to Newcastle, I have almost forgot the common 
civilities of life. To these instructions pray 
add some of a moral kind, for though (either 
through the strength of early impressions, or the 
frigidity of my constitution) I have hitherto with- 
istood the temptation to those vices, to which 
young fellows of my station and time of life are 
so much addicted, yet, I do not know if my 
virtue will be able to withstand the more 
powerful temptations of the metropolis: yet, 
through God's assistance and your instructions 
I hope to weather the storm. 

Give the complimaits of the season and my 
love to my sisters, and all the, rest of your 
family. Tell Gilbert the £rst time you vnite 

him 
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him that I am well, and that I will write him 
either when I sail or when I arrive at London. 



T am, &c. 



W. B. 



No. III. 



London, %lst March, 1790. 



DEAR BROTHER, 



I HAVE been here three weeks come 
Tuesday, and would have written you sooner 
but was not settled in a place of work. — We 
were ten days on our passage from Shields ; the 
weather being calm I was not sick, except one 
day when it blew pretty hard. I got iqto 
work the Friday after I came to town, I wrought 
there only eight days, their job bdng done. I 
got work again in a shop in the Strand, the 
next day after I left my former master. It is 
only a temporary place, but I expect to be 
^ttled soon in a shop to my mind, although 

it 



it wiil be ti harder task thaa I at first iff^a^ 
gined, for itt&te are such swarms of fresh h9^d9 
just come from the country that the town is 
quite overstocked^ q.ad: except one is a parti- 
cularly good workman (which you know I am 
not, nor I am afraid ever will be), it is hard to 
get a place : However, I don't yet despair to 
bring up my lee-way, and shall endeavour if 
possible to sail within three or four points of 
the wind. The encouragement here is not what 
I expected, wages being very low in proportion 
to the expense of living ; but yet, if I can only 
lay by the money that is spent by others in my 
situation in di^sipaUoa »nd riot, I expect soon 
to return you the money I borrowed of you, and 
live comfortably besides. . , .. 

In the mean time I wish you .w^uld send 
up all my best iinen shirts to Londan, vnibich 
you may easily do by sendini^ tiiem to. mfA^ 
of your Edinburgh friends, to (be jsMppodfimn 
iLeith. Some of thein ar^ too lita^le, doi)% ;fi^E|d 
any but whataife good, ^nd^I vwish icme^/of jHy 
sistefrs doiild find M mu<)hti||»iaik^tDllritai)q9ty 

^ shirts at Die breast, for there is aipi sucbdhjmllo 
W seen here ais a plain shirty we^ iok m^^ix^^ 
which is what I want .thetiie for /i ;l:m^flliiL to o^t 
one or twid-new«fairl»>herefc)r &|iiidl^ i^ttl»I 

' assure you ttiat*4iute ^ho^ ii a vmy ^^tp^MMre 

article. 
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article. 1 am going to write to Gilbert to send 
me an Ayrshire cheese; if he can spare it he 
will send it to you, and you may send it with 
the shicts, but I pxpect t^; heaf frpm you l^fore 
that time. The cheese 1 could get here; but I 
will have a pride in eatiDg Ayrshire .cheese m 
London, and the expense of s^oiding it will be 
little, as you are sending the shirts any how. 

I write this by J. Stevenson, in his lodgings, 
while he is writing to Gilbert. He is well and 
hearty, which is a blessing to me as well as to 
him : We were at Covent Garden , cWpel this 
forenoon, to hear the CaJf preach, he is gromm 
very fet, and is as boisterous as ever.* There ie 
a whole colony of KUmamock people here,:«o 
we don't want for acquaintance. 

Remember me to iny isiters aad all tibie fy- 
mily. I shall give you .all /the obswvalioos I 
have made on London in my next, when 1 feihall 
have seen ihore of >it. 

I am, De*r Broths, y^ur s, Ac. . '^ 

■ 'No. 

■■ . • ■ • ' * 

» Y'^&PoHkalAddrt^'fo The Caif. Br, €utpi's 
ecfilicm, vol. iiL p. 68. 
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h^hly entertaining to me in several r^spect^ 
He mentioned some instruction I had given him . 
when very young, to which he said he ^o wed, in 
a great measure, the philanthropy he possessed. 
•*— 'He also took notice of my exhorting you 
all, when I wrote, about eight years ago, to the 
ms^.wfap, of all mankind that I ev^r knew$ 
stood highest in my esteem, >^ not to let go 
"your integrity." — You may easily conceive 
tha^ such conversation was both pleasing and 
encouraging to me : I anticipated a deal of 
rational happiness from future conversations. 
■ * ■ 'Vain are our- expectations and hopes! 
They are so almost always. — ^Perhaps (nay, 
ccurtainly), for our good; Were it not for 
disappointed hopes we could hardly speiiAl 
a thought on another state of existence, or 
be in any d^ree reconciled to the quitting of 

this. 

«. ■ ' ■ 

, » 
I know of no one source of consolation to 

those who have lost young relatives, eqiial to 

that of their being of a good disposition, and of 

a promising character. 

# # * * 4( # 

, Be assured, my dear friend, that I cordially 
sympathize with yoii' all, and particularly 
with Mrs. WrBurns, vfhb is undoubtedly one 
Qf^th^^in^ki'te^^ *and affectionate mothers 

2 c that 
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that cYer lircd. Remember me to her in 
the most friendly manner, when you see ber, 
or write. Please present my best compli- 
ments to Mrs. R. Burns, and to your bro- 
ther and sisters. There is no occasion for 

me to exhort you to filial duty, and to use 
your united endeavors in rendering the even- 
ing of life as comfortable as possible to a 
mother, who has dedicated so great a part of 
it in promoting your temporal and spiritual 
welfare. 

Your letter to Dr. Moore, I delivered at 
his house, and shall most likely know your 
opinion of Zeluco, the first time I meet vrith 
him. I wish and hope for a long letter. Be 
particular about your mother's health. I hope 
she is too much a Christian to be afiSicted above 
measure, or to sorrow as those who have no 
hope. 

One of the most pleasing hopes I have, is 
to visit you all; but I am commonly disap- 
pointed in what I most ardently wish for. 

I am, 

Dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely, 

JOHN MURDOCH. 



POETRY. 



2c2 






EPISTLES IN VERSE. 



TO J. LAPRAIK. 



k * 



Sept. IS^A, 1785. 



GuiD speed an' furder to you Johny, 
Guid health, hale han's, an' weather bony; 
Now when ye're nickan down fu' cany 

The staff o' bread, 
May ye ne'er want a stoup o^ brany 

To clear your head. 

May Boreas never thresh your rigs. 
Nor kick your rickles aff their l^p, 
Sendin' the stuff o'er muirs an' haggel 

Like drivin' wrack ; 
But may the tapmast grain that wags 

Come to the sack. I 



I'm 
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But if the beast and branks be spar'd 
Till kye be gaun without the herd, 
An* a' the vittel in the yard, , ^ 

An' theckit right, 
I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

Then muse-inspirin' aqua-vitae 

Shall make us baith sae blythe an' witty, 

Till ye forget ye're auld an' ^Ity,^ 

An' be as canty 
As ye were nine year less than thretty. 

Sweet ane an' twenty ! 



*^*.v 



V« . 



But stooks are cowpet* wi' the blast. 
An' now the sinn kaeks in the west, 
Then I maun rin amang the rest 

An' quat my chanter; 
Sae I subscribe mysel in haste, 

Your's, Rab the Ranter .f 

TO 

• Cowpet — Tumbled over. 

t Rab the Banter. — It is very probable that the poet 
thus named himself after the Border Piper, so spiritedly 
introduced in the popular song of Maggie Lauder:-^ 

" For I'm a piper to my trade. 

My name is Bab the Banter; 

The lasses loup as they were daft, 

When I blaw up ray chanter." 



1 own 'twas radh, an' rather hardy, 
That I, a simple, countra bardie, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me, 
Can easy, wi' a single wordie, . 

Louse h-U upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces. 

Their sighan, cantan, grace-pirood faces, 

Their three-mile prayers, an h^^uf-mile graces, 

, ' , Their raxan conscience, 
Whawsi^^d3eyenge,an'<pride disgraces 

Waur nor their nonsense. 

There's Gaun^ miska't waur than a beast, 
Wha has mair honor in his breast 
Than mony scores as guid's the priest 

Wha sae abus't him. 
An' may a bard no crack his jest ' 

What way they've use't him. 

See him,t the poor tnan's friend in need. 

The gentleman in word an' deed, 

An' shall his fame an' honor bleed, ,/ . ^ 

By worthless skellums, 
An' not a muse erect her head 

To cowe the blellums ? 

O Pope, 

^ Gavin Hamilton, Esq. 
- \ The poet has introduced the two first lines of this 
stanza into the dedication of his yirorks to Mn Hamilton. 
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All hail, religion ! maid divine ! 
Pardon a muse sae mean as mine. 
Who in her rough imperfect line 

Thus daurs to name thee ; 
To stigmatize false friends of thine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 

Tho' blotch't an' foul wi' mony a stain, 

An' far unworthy of thy train, 

With trembling voice 1 tune my strain 

To join with those, 
Who boldly dare thy cause maintain 

In spite of foes : 

In spite o' crowds, in spite o' mobs, 
In spite of undermining jobs. 
In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At worth an' merit. 
By scoundrels, even w^i' holy robes. 

But hellish spirit, 

O Ayr, my dear, my native ground, 
Within thy presbytereal bound 
A candid lib'ral band is found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as christians too, renown'd. 

An' manly preachers. 



Sir, 



3de 

m • ■ » i • f * ^ 

Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ; 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 
An' some, by whom your doctrine's blam'd 

' (Which gies you honor) 
Even Sir, by them your heart's esteem'd. 

An' winning manner. 

Pardon this freedom 1 have ta'en, 
An' if impertinent I've been, 
Impute it not, good Sir, in ane 

Whase heart ne'er wrang'd ye, 
But to his' utmost would befriend 

Ought that belang'd ye. 



To 
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To GAVIN HAMILTON, Esfi. Mauchlinb. 

* 

* 

(recommending a boy.) 

MosgaviUe, May S, 1 786, J 

I HOLD it, Sir, my bouDden duty 
To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M^^Gatin,* 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Bout whom ye spak the tither day, 

AnVwad hae don't aff han': 
But lest he learn the callan tricks, 

As faith I muckle doubt him, . ' 

Like scrapin' out auld Criimmie's nicks, -^ 
An' tellin' li^s about them ; 
As lieve then I'd have then, 

Your clerkship he should sair, 
If sae be, ye may be 

Not fitted otherwhere. " - 

Altho' 



t ,1, 



< *. ». 



* Master Tootie then lived in Mauchline ; a' dealer in 
Cows. It was hb common practice to cut' the nicks or 
markings from the horns of cattle, to disguise th^r age.—* 
He was an artful trick-contriying character j hence he is 
called a Snick^dtaw^. In the Poet's *' Addreu to the 
J}eiip he s^les that august personage an auldj mkkm 
ilrainiig dog ! :.,.. -* ^wl ^.iVt * E. 
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To Mr. M'ADAM, of Craigen-Gillan, 

IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIGING LETTER HE SENT IN 
THE COMMENCEMENT OF MY POETIC CAREER. 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 
See wha taks notice o' the bard ! 

1 lap and cry'd fii' loud. 

Now deil-ma-care about their jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million ; 
I'll cock my jiose aboon them a', 

Tm roos^d by Craigen-Gillan ! 



'Twas noble, 1Sir ; 'twas like yoursel, 

To grant your high protection : 
A great man's smile ye ken fu' well, 

Is ay a blest infection. 

Tho', by his * banes wha in a tub 

Match'd Macedonian SandyJ^ J^ 
On my ain legs thro' dirt and dub, 

I independent stand ay.— 

And when those legs to gude, warm kail, 

Wi welcome canna bear me : 
A lele dyke-side, a^sybow-tail, 

And barley-scone shall cheer me. 

Heaven 



^IBMB*! 



^ Diogenes. 
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To CAPTAIN RIDDEL; Gleneiddel. 

(extempore LINES.ON BBTURNINO a NEWSPAPER.) 

Elltsland, Monday Evetiing. ! 

Your news and review, Sir, I've read throu^ 
and through, Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming : 
The papers are barren of home^e ws or foreign, 

No murders or rap^s worth the naming. 

Our friends the reviewers^ those chippers and 
hewers, 

Are judges of mortar and stone, Sir ; 
But of meet, or unmeet^ in ^ifahrick completej 

I'll boldly pronounce they are notie, Sir. , 

■ . » 

My goos^quill too rude is to tell all your good- 
ness 
Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet; 
Would to God I had one like a beam of the sun. 
And then all the world. Sir, should know it ! 



2d To 
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But for thy friends, and they are mony, 
Baith honest men and lasses bonie, 
May couthie fortune, kind and cannie, 

In sooial glee, 
Wr mornings blythe and e'enings funny 

Bless them and thee 1 

Fareweel, auld birkie! Lord be near, ye, 
And then the Deil he daur na steer ye : 
Your friends ay love, your fees ay fear ye. 

For me, shame i^' me^ 
Jf neist my heart I dinaa wear ye 

While Burns they ca' me. 



2 D 2 To 



MISCELLANEOUS 



POEMS. 



Tragic Fragment. 

« 

In my early, years nothing less would 
serve me than courting the tragic Muse. — I was, 
I think, about eighteen or nineteen when I 
sketched the outlines of a tragedy forsooth ; but 
the bursting of a cloud of family misfortunes, 
which had for some time threatened us, prevent- 
ed my farther progress. In those days I never 
wrote down any thing ; so, except a speech or 
two, the whole has escaped my memory. — The 
following, which I most distinctly remember, 
was an exclamation from a great character : — 
great in occasional instances of generosity, and 
daring at times in vilianies. He is supposed to 
meet with a child of misery, and exclaims to 
himself — 

" All devil as I am, a damned wretch, 

^* A hardened; stubborn, unrepenting villain, 

Still 
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First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
But, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight ! ^ 
His twisted head look'd backward on his way, 
And fla^'ant from the scourge he grunted, oi / 

Reluctant, £ stalk'd in ; with piteous iTace 
The justling tears ran down his honest face ! 
That name, that well-worn name, and all his 

own, 
Pele he surrenders at the tyrant's throne ! 
The Pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound; 
And next the title following close behind, 
He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assign'd. 

The cobweb'd gothic dome resounded, Y ! 
In sullen vengeance, I, disdain'd, reply: 
The pedant swung his felon cudgel round, 
And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground! 

In rueful apprehension enter'd O, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe ; 
Th' Inquisitor of Spain the most expert. 
Might there have learnt new mysteries of his ktt\ 
So grim, deform'd, with horrors entering U, 
His dearest friend and brother scarcely knet/r } 

As trembling U stood staring all aghast, 
The pedant in his left hand clutched him fast, 
In helpless infants' tears he dipp'd his right, 
Baptiz'd him ete, and kick'd him from his sights 



The 
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SCOTS PROLOGUE, 
For Mr. Sutherland's Sen^t Night, Dwa^ries.' 

What needs this din about the town o* Lon'on, 
How this new play an* that new sang is comiu? 
Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted? 
Does nonsensemend like whisky, when imported? 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame, 
Will try to gie us sangs and plays at Imme? 
For comedy abroad he need na toil, 
A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 
Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece 
To gather matter for a serious piece; 
There's themes enough in Caledonian story, 
Would shew the tragic muse in a' her glory.— 

^ Is there no daring bard will rise, and fell 
How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless,^ fell? 
Where are the muses fled that could produce ' 
A drama worthy o* the name o' Bruce; 
How here, even here, he first unsheath'd the 

sword 
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wrench'd his dear country firom the jaws of ruiti? 
O for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene, 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen ! 

Vain 
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]Vf y best leg for^DOSt, 111 set up my brow^ 
We have the honor to belong to you ! 
We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like, 
But like good mithers, shore before ye strike.— 
And gratefu' still £ hope ye'll ever find us. 
For a' the patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got frae a' professions, *setts and ranks : 
God help us ! we're but poor — ye'se get but 
thanks. 



An extemporaneous Effusion on being 
appointed to the excise. ' 

Searching auld wives barrels 

Och, ho J the day! 
That clarty Mrih should stain my laurels ; 

But — what'l ye say ! 
These muvin' things ca'd wivto and weans 
Wad tnuv^ th6 very hearts o' stanes f 



I 



To 
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Is it, sad owl, that autumn strips the shade^ 
And leaves thee here, unshelter'd and forlorn? 

Or fear that winter will thy nest invade ? 
Or friendless melancholy bids thee mourn ? 

Shut out, lone bird, from all the feather'd train, 
To tell thy sorrows to th' unheeding gloom; 

No friend to pity when thou dost complain, 
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy home. 

Sing on, sad mourner ! I will bless thy strain. 
And pleas'd in sorrow listen to thy song : 

Sing on, sad mourner ! to the liight complain. 
While the lone echo wafts thy notes along. 

Is beauty less, when down the glowing cheek 
Sad, piteous tears in native sorrows fall ? 

Less kind the heart when anguish bids it break ? 
Less happy he who lists to pity's call ? 

Ah no, sad owl ! nor is thy voice less sweet. 

That sadness tunes it, and that grief is there ; 
That spring's gay notes, unskill'd, thou canst 
repeat ; 
That sorrow bids thee to the gloom repair : 

Nor 



Should there, however, be a real author of the name of 
John ]UPCreddie, he will not be displeased at the pub- 
lication of his poem, when he recollects that it had obtain- 
ed the notice of Bums, and had undeiigone his correc- 
tion. E. 
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On seeing the beautiful Seat of 

Lord G. 

What dost thou in that mansion fair ? 

Flit G and find 

Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave, 

The picture of thy mind ! 



On the Same. 
No Stewart art thou G 



The Stewarts all were brave; . 
Besides the Stewarts were hut /oohy 
Not one of them a knave. 



On the Same. 
Bright ran thy line, O G^ 



Thro' many a far-fam'd sire ! 
So ran the £str-&m'd lioman way. 
So ended in a mire. 



To THE Saii^e, on the Autqor psing 

threatened WiTp his i(£S£NT|tfP)^T« 

Spa&£ me thy vengesjifcv G < ^ » 

In quiet let me livQ : 
I ask no kindness at thy hand. 

For thou hast none to give. 

THE 



{ 
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Squire Hal besides had in this case 

Pretensions rather brassy, 
For talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saucy ; 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merits rudeness. 
Chose one who should owe it all, d'ye see. 

To their gratis grace and goodness.— <* 

As once on Pisgah purg'd was the sight 

Of a son of Circumcision, 
So may be, on this Pisgah height, 

BoVs purblind, mental vision: 
Nay, JSoMys mouth may be opened yet 

Till for eloquence you hail him. 
And swear he has the Angel met 

That met the Ass.of Balaam. — 



# 



Extempore 

9 E 
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VERSES TO J. RANKEN. 

(The person to whom his Poem on shooting the partridge 
is addressed, while Ranken occupied the farm of Adam^ 
hill, in Ayrshire.) 



f- \ ; 



Ae day, as Death, that grusome carl, 

Was ^riyipg to the tither warl* 

A mixtie-maxtie motley squad, 

And mony a guilt-bespotted lad ; 

Black gowns of each denomination, 

And thieves of erery rank and station. 

From him that wears the star and garter, 

To him that wintles* in a halter : 

Asham'd himselto see the wretches, 

He mutters, glow'rin at the bitches, 

" By. G-d I'll not be seen behint them, 

" Nor 'mang the sp'ritual core present them, 

" Without, at least ae honest man, 

" To grace this d d infernal clan." 



By 



^ The word Wintle, denotes sodden and involuhtary 
motioo. In die ludicrous sense in which it is here applied, 
it may be admirably translated by the vulgar London ex- 
pression of Dancing upon nothing. 

2 £ 2 
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ADDRESS TO GENERAL DUMOURIER. 

4 

<A PARODY ON ROBIN ADAIR.) 

You're welcome to Despots, Dumourier ; 
You're welcome to Despots, Dumourier. — 
How does Dampiere do ? 
Aye, and Boumouville too? 
Why did they not come along with you, Du- 
mourier ? 

I will fight France with you, Dumouriar, — 
I will fight France with you, Dumouri^ ;— 
I will fight France with you, 
1 will take my chance with you ; 
By my soul I'll dance a dance with you, Du- 
mourier. 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier ; 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier; 

Then let us fight about, 

'Till freedom's spark is out, 

Then we'll be d-mned no doubt — Dumourier.* 

ELEGY 



* It is almost needless to observe that the song of £oitft 
Adair f begins thus : — 

You're welcome to Paxton^ Robin Adair; 

You're welcome to Paxton^ Robin Adair. — 

How does Johnny Mackerell do ? 

Aye, and Lftike Gardener too ? 

Why dad they not come dong with you, Robii; Adair f 
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ELEGY 



ON THE YEAR 1788. 



A SKETCH. 



For Lords'or Kings I diona mourn, 
E'en let them die— for that they're born : 
But oh ! prodigious to reflec' ! 
A Towmont* Sirs, is gane to wreck] 
O Eighty-eightj in thy sma' space 
What dire events ha'e taken place ! 
Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us ! 
In what a pickle thou hast left us 1 

The Spanish empire's tint a head. 
An' my auljd teethless B^wtie's dead ; 
The tulzie's sair 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
And 'tween our Maggie s twa wee cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidie devil, 
But to the hen-birds unqo civil ; 
The tither s something dour o' treadin. 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a micfdeh — 



Ye 



* A Tdwmont'^A Twelvemonth* 
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Ye ministers, come mount the poupit, 
An' cry till ye be YkSersean' roupet,^ 
Por Eighty-eight he wish'd you weel, 
An' gied you a' baith gear an' meal ; 
E'en mony a plack, and mony a peck. 
Ye ken, yoursels, for a little feck f_^^ ^ 

Ye bonie lasses, dight jour e'en, 
For some o' you ha'e tint a frien' ; 
In Eighty-eightj ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'U ne'er ha'e to gie again. 

Observe the very nowt an' sheep. 



L ' 



How dowf and da^iely they creep ; 
JNjty, even the yirth itsel does cry, 
For E'nbrugh wells are grutten dry. 

O Eighty-mne^ thou's but a bairn. 
An' no o'er auld, I hope, to learn ! 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 
Thou now has got thy Daddy's chair, 
Nae hand-cuff'd, mizl'd, hap-shackl'd Regent j 
But, like himsel, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man ! 
As muckle better as you can. 

January 1^ 1799. 

VERSES, 
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VERSES, 

Written tinder the portrait of Ferguston, ttte poei, in « 
copy of thai author*8 worhi presented t0a Jfoui^ LmA/ 
in Edinburgh, March igth, 1787. 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleas'd, 
And yet can starve the author of the. pleasure, 
O thou my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother in the routes. 
With tears J pity thy unhappy fate! 
Why is the bard unpitied by the world, 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ?* 



■ ^ ■ i ■■ L -^w^r^^^— ^■— ^■^— -^w 



^ This apostrophe to Fergusson^ bears a stnking a^htt^ 
to one in Biurps's poems. Dr. Curru^$ edUiom^ voL ii* 
p. £48. 

O Fergusson ! thy glorious parts 

111 suited law's dry musty arts ! 

My curse upon your whuastane heartSi, 

: V i- Ye E'ubrugh gwtryl 
The tythe o' what ye waste at Cartes 

Wad stow'd his^ pantry ! 



This was written before Bums. visited the ScottMi oepi* 
tal. Even without a poetV susceptibility we may feel how 
this prophetic parallel of Fergusson's case with bis own 
must have pressed on the memory of our bard, when he 
paid this second tribute of affection to bis eUer brother in 
misfortune. E. 



SONGS 



AND 



BALLADS. 
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SONGS, &c. 



EVAI^ BANKS. 

Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires,- 
The sun from India's shore retires ; 
To Evan Banks, with temp'rate ray, 
Home of my youth, he leads the day. 
Oh banks to me for ever dear ! 
Oh streams whose murmurs still I hear ! 
All, all my hopes of bliss reside 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde. 

And she, in simple beauty drest, 
Whose image lives within my breast ; 
Who trembling heard my parting sigh, 
And long pursued me with her eye ; 
Does she, with heart unchang'd as tnine, 
Oft in the vocal bowers recline ? 
Or where yon grot o'erhangs the tide. 
Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde? 

Ye Wfty banks that Evan bound ! 

Ye lavish woods that wave around, 

And 
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And o'er the stream your shadoi;vs throw, 
Which sweetly winds so far below ; 
What secret charm to mem'ry brings. 
All that on Evan's border springs ; 
Sweet banks J ye bloom by Mary's side: 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clyde* — 

Can all the wealth of India's coast 
Atone for years in absence lost? 
Return ye momente of delight, 
With richer treasures bless my sight ! 
Swift from this descart let me part. 
And fly to meet a kindred heart ! 
Nor more may ought my steps divide 
From that dear stream which flows to Clyde. 



SONG- 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee; 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me ;• 
Dark despair around benights me. 



I'll 
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111 ne'er blame my.partial fitncy, 
Naething could resist my Naucy : 
But to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but hex, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blmdly, 
Never met-^-or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 
Thin^ be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae £eireweely alas, for ev«r t 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 



w 



SONG. 
PATRIOTIC — unfinished. 

Here's a health to them that's awa. 
Here's a health to tiiem that's awa ; 
And wha winna vnsh gude luck to our eattsei 
May never gude luck be their fa' !* 

It's 



•*Mka.ta 



• fa'— lot. 
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It's gade to be merry and wise. 
It's gude to be honest and true, 
It's gude to support Caledonia's, cause, 
And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here's a health to tiiem that's awa, . 

Here's a health to. them that's awa; . 

Here's a health to Charlie, the chief o' the clan^ 

Altho' that his band be sma\ 

May liberty meet wi' success! 

May prudence protect her firae evil ! 

May tyrants and tyrauuy tine^iii the mist, 

And wander their way to the deiril 1 

Here's a health to them that's awa. 

Here's a health to th^n that's awa. 

Here's a health to Tammie^ the Norland laddie. 

That lives at the lug o' the law ; 

Here's freedom to him, that wad read. 

Here's freedom to him, that wad write ! 

There's nane ever fear'd that the truth should be 

heard. 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Here's a health to 4hem that's awa. 
Here's a health to them that's awa. 
Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a Chieftain worth 
gowd, 

Tho' bred amang mountains o' snaw ! 

* * # * 

SONG. 
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SONG, 

jVow bank an' brae are claith'd in green 

An' scattered cowslips sweetly spring ; 
By Girvan's fairy haunted stream 

The birdies flit on wanton wing. 
To Cassillis' bsKnks when e'ening fa's, 

There wi' my Mary let me flee, 
There catch her ilka glance of JoTe 

The bonie blink o' Mary's e'e! 

The child wha boasts o' warld's walth, 

Is aften laird o' meikle care; 
But Mary she is a' my ain, 

Ah, fortune canna gie me mair! 
Then let me range by Cassillis' banks, 

Wi' her the lassie dear to m^ 
And catch her ilka glance o' love, 

The bonie blink o' Mary's e'e! 



THE 
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'-v t 



The weary winter soon will pass,. 

And spring will deed the birken-shaw ; 

And my sweet babie will be born, 
And he'll come bame that's far awa."*^ 



* I have heard the country girls, in the Merae and Te- 
Tiotdale, sing a song, the first stanza of which greatly re- 
sembles the opening of this : 

O how can I be biythe or glad, 

Or in my mind contented be, 
"When he's far aff that I love best. 

And banish'd firae my company. E. 



« r SONG. 
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The lav'rock in the morning she'll rise frae her 

nest) 
And mount to the air wi' the dew on her breast;* 
And wi' the mierry Ploughman she'll whistle and 

sing, 
And at night she'll return to h^ nest back s^in. 

I'LL 



''^ It is pleasing to mark those touches of sympathy 
which shew ,the sons of genius to be of one' kindred. — In 
the followmg passage from the poem of his countryman, 
the same figure is illustrated widi characteristic sinaplicity ; 
and never were the tender and the sublime of poetry more 
happily united, nor a more affectionate tribute paid to the 
memory of Bums : 



•^^ Thou, simple bird, 



^' Of all the vocal quire, dweH^st in a home 
" The humblest; yet thy v morning song ascends . 
'' Nearest to Heaven ;— sweet emblem of his song,f 
'' Who sung thee wakening by the daisy's side !" 

Grahame^s Birds of Scotland, vol. ii. p. iv. 



f Bums. 



2 F 2 
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WHISTLE CXfiR THE LAVE OT. 



First when Maggy wad my care^ 
Heaven, I thought, was in her air; 
Now weVe married — spier nae mair- 

Whistle d er the liatve o^t — 
Meg was meek^ alid Meg was mild^ 
Bonie Mc^ wais nature's child— 
—•Wiser men tban me'« begnil'd; 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 



How we live, my Meg and me, 
How we lovfe Stnd how we *gree, 
I care na by how few loftay see; i 

Whistlie o'er the lave o't. — 
Wha I wish ware inslggots^ meat, 
Dish'd up in heir wiiidihg sheet, ' 
I could write-*-but Mi^ maiin see' 

Whistle o-er the lave o't.— ^ 



YOUNG 
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SONG. 

Tune — Sraes o' SaJquhidder. 

I'll kiss thee yet, yety 

ArC Til kiss thee o'er again. 

An' Til kiss thee yet, yet. 
My bonie Peggy Alison ! 

Ilk care and fear, when thou art near, 

I ever mair defy them, O ; 
Young kin^s upon their hansel throne 

Are no sae blest as I am, O ! 

Til kiss thee J S/'c. 

When in my arms, wi' a' thy charms, 
I clasp my countless tres^spre, O ; 

I seek nae mair o' IJ^aven to sl|fu*p. 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, O ! 

Til kiss theSf ifc. 

And by thy e'en, sae bonie blue, 
I swear I'm thine for ever, O !— 

And on thy lips I seal my vow, 
And brieak it shall J n^ver, O ! 

Til kiss thee, ^c. 



SONG. 
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SONG* 



Tune — If he he a butcher neat and trim. 



On Cessnock banks there lived a lass, 
Could I describe her shape and mien ; 

The graces of her weelfar'd face, 

And the glancin' of her sparklin' e'en. 

She's ireslier than the morning dawn 
When rising Phoebus first is seen, 

When dewdrops twinkle o'er the lawn ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

She's stately like yon youthful ash, 
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And shoots its head above each bush ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

She's 



* This song was an early production. It was re- 
covered by the Editor from the oral communication of a 
lady residing at Glasgow, whom the Bard in early life 
affectionately admired. 
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She's spotless as the flow'ring thorn 

With flow'rs so white and leaves so green. 

When purest in the dewy inom ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her looks are like the sportive lamb, 
When flow'ry May adorns the scene, 

That wantons round its bleating dam ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her hair is like the curling mist 

That shades the mountain-side at e'en, 

When flow'r-reviving rains are past ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin* e'en, 

Her forehead's like the show'ry bow, . 

When shining sunbeams intervene 
And gild the distant mountain's brow ; 

An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her voice is like the ev'ning thrush 
That sings in Cessnock banks unseen, 

While his mate sits nestling in the bush ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe, 
That sunny walls from Boreas screen, 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight; 
Ao' she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her 
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Love thoii hast pleasures; and deep hae I loved; 
Love thou hast sorrows; and sair hae I proved: 
But this bruised heart that now bleeds in my 

breast, 
I can feel by its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

O if I were, where happy I hae been ; 
Dovni by yon stream and yon bonie castle green ; 
For there he is wand'ring and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Phillia's e'e. 



H^R flowing lockb, the raven'iB wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing;; 

How i^weet unto that breast to cliilg, 
And rotind th^t lieck entwiiie her ! 

Her lips are roses wat wi' dew, 
O, what a feast, her boiiie mon ! 

Her cheeks a mair celestial hue^ 
A crimion vtill 'div&er. 



BALLAD. 
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SONG- 
Tune — Banks of Sanna. 

Yestreen 1 had a pint o' wine, 

A place where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
The hungry Jew in wilderness 

Rejoicing o'er his mann^, 
Was naething to my hmny bliss 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye mouarchs tak the east and west^ 

Frae Indus to Savannah ! 
Gie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna 
There I'll despise imperial charms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dying raptures in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa thou flaunting god o' day ! 

A wa thou pale Dian^. ! 
Ilk star gae hide thy twmkling ray 

When I'm to meet my Anna. 
Co^e. in thy ravea p Jo-age, nigh.. 

SuD, moon, and stars withdrawn a' ; 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transpori» wi' my Anna ! 

SONG. 
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SONG. 



,' r 



Powers celestial, whose protection 

Ever gusur4^ the yirtupus iair, 
While in distant climes I wander, 
, . Let my Mary be your care : 
Let her form sae fair and feultless, ' 

Fair and faultless as your own^ 
I.et my Mkry'« kindred spiriV ' - ' 

Draw your choicest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her, 
■}^'- Soft and vptt^cefttl as her breast ; 
Breathfegin the breeze that fens h^, 

•Sodthher bosom into rest : 
Guardian angds, O protect her. 

When in distant lands I roam ; 
To realms unknown while fate exiles ibe. 

Make her bosom still my home.*' 



• < i 



' .. ■ . ' ■ . ' 1 ■ ■ J ■ ■ ■ I ■■ I ] .. ■ I , , • 

* Probably written on Highland Mary, on the eve of 

the Poet's departure to the West Indies. 

i / 
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Auld Phoebro himsd, as he peeped tfdr: the 

hill; 
In spite at her pi«iQiage be tr^eclf hiti skill ^^ 
He leveU'd his rays where sbe bask'd on the 

brie-^ 
His rays weare outshoney atnl but inairic'd where 

sh^ kty. 

I redf 6f^. 

They hunted the valley, liiey huMed tiiie Uill ; 
The best of ohI" lads wi^ the best o' flieik' skill ; 
But sttll as the fairest she sat in thekr isigiit. 
Then, whirr ! she Was 6ver,' a mile at a fl%ht. — 



YOUNG PEGGY. 



Young Peggy blooms our boiliedt lass, 

Her blui^: is lik« the morning, 
The rosy dawn^ t£e (^ringing grass, 

With early gtais adorning^: 
Here eyes outshine the radiant beams 

That gild the passing shower. 
And glitter o'er the crystal streams, 

And cheer eaeh ftesfh'nkig flo wen 



"» 



I •• 



««r 
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SONG. 
Tune— TAf King of France, he rade a Race. 

Amang the trees where humming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, O 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone, 

And to her pipe was singing ; O 
Twas Pibroch,* sang, strathspey, or reels, 

She dirl'd them aff, fu' clearly, O 
When there cam a yell o' foreign squeels. 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O — 

Their capon craws and queer ha ha's, 

They made our lugs grow eerie, "O 
The hungry bike did scrape and pike 

Till we were wae and weary ; O — 
But a royal ghaist wha ance was cas'd 

A prisoner aughteen year awa,^ 
He fir'd a fiddler in the North 

That dang them tapsalteerie, O. 



* Pibroch — A Highland war-song, adapted to the bag- 
pipe. 

FINIS. 
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' J. M^CRSBRTy Printer, Black-Horse-Coorty Fleet-Street^ Loadoii. 
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